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Me vero primum dulces ante omnia Muſæ, 
Quarum ſacra fero ingenti perculſus amore, 


Accipiant. VVICIL. 
Mara Envir agxwus? wade, 
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8 ELESTIAL Maids, my venturous Song inſpire: 
While, to your praiſe attun'd, Iſtrike the votivelyre. 
af B Again 


4% . + 2 


%. 


2 . 
Again reſorbent ocean's wave 
Demands the waters which it gave 


From thouſand rills withcopious currents fraught; 


To you, whoſe impulle fires the breaſt, 
Still be the tributary Pæans brought, 
The ſhrine with laurel dreſt ; 
Ye well the ſtormy paſſions can control, 
And rule by reaſon's aid the tumults of the ſoul, 


II. 


Your all-creative power was ſhewn, 
What time Pirene's magic draught 
Exalted Homer's thought; 
Thoſe artleſs numbers given by you alone, 
While ſung the bard; unſtudied and untaught; 
(The books of nature and of man explor'd,) 
With unfietitious wings he boldly ſoar'd. 


III. 


Nor Helicon your realms can bound, 
Nor from Parnaſſus only beams your ray; 
In every region are ye found, 
And on Cimmerian darkneſs pour the day. 


Hence 
* 
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Hence Pindar ſung amid Bœotian plains; 
This maxim to infuſe, 
« That by no local laws confin'd 
« The genius of a noble mind 
“ Superior ſtill, its force innate retains: 
„All climes, and every ſoil, the good, the great, 
produce.“ 


IV. 


Arcadian lawns no more your ſteps invite, 
On Mznalon no more ye rove, 
Nor midſt Idalia's fabled grove, 
Nor in Athenian porticos delight ; 
Nor by the banks which Mincius laves, 
Where Liris rolls its gentle waves, 
Nor in proud Rome's majeſtic ſtructures dwell: 
In ſullen filence Tiber glides, 
And views along his winding ſides 
In evil hour uprear'd, the monkiſh cell: 
Black Superſtition, bath'd in human gore, 
With all her ghaſtly troop ſits brooding on the 
ſhore, 


V. 


Expell'd by Gothic arms from your once lov'd 
| retreat; Ns 
In queſt of liberty ye fly, 
To tyranny your aid deny, 
And find in weſtern climes a happier ſeat ; 
Where Albion's chalky cliffs o'erhang the main, 
From your immortal manſions ye deſcend, 
On Glory's blazing car attend, 
And grace fair Freedom's train. 


VI, 


Like the huge Alps“ ſtupendous height 
If Homer's mighty numbers pleaſe; f 
As Arno's blooming vale attracts the ſight, 

If Virgil ſhines with elegance and eaſe ; 
We here behold in one great bard, combin'd 
With native genius, a well-cultur'd mind, 
In Milton's lofty flight ; 
Above the beaten track who dar'd to riſe, 
Left the low earth, and ſought his kindred ſkies 
Of empyreal light. 


To 
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To aid whoſe towering theme ye deign'dt' impart 
The Grecian fire, conjoin'd with Roman art. 


VII, , 


If Ariſtophanes with comic pen, 
Deſcrib'd the vain purſuits of men 
Or Terence knew the gentler part 
To captivate the willing heart. 
To the bold numbers of the tragic lore 
If Sophocles could raiſe his buſkin'd ſong ; 
Bid Pity drop the ſympathizing tear, 
Bid the boſom freeze with fear, | 
With unrelenting anger burn, 
Or to deſpair the hidden frenzy turn, 
And with heroic tales of yore 
Arouſe the gazing throng ; 
Diſplaying thus with grateful praiſe 
The deeds of warlike chiefs in ancient days; 
How o'er the chequer'd ſtage of life they trod, 
What made Ulyſſes great, or Hercules a god. 
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VIII. 


Let us of Albion's happier ſhore, 
Low at your fane our thankful homage pay, 
Exulting hail th auſpicious day 
Which to our favour'd ifte immortal Shakeſpear 
bore. | 
Of bloom unfading round his honor'd head 
Your variegated wreaths are ſpread: 
Now with unaffected wit 
Through Fancy's airy realms he ſtrays, 
And now in vulgar life's ignoble ways 
Draws the rude clown, or mercenary cit ; 


IX. 


Now his ſad ſcenes expand the ſource of woe, 
And teach our ſtreaming griefs to flow: 
Now tell how * civil ftrife and factious rage, 

Diſtain'd chaſte record's whiter page; 


* Wars between the Houſes of York and Lancaſter. 


Or 


0 D 
Or how great Henry's vengeful lance 
Humbled the creſted pride of France, 
With arms triumphant ſhook the haughty ſtate, 
And rear'd his banners in their vanquiſh'd land; 
Or how (o ſtrange reverſe of fickle fate!) 


Our blaſted trophies ſhrunk beneath a * woman's 
hand. | 


X, 


When Boreas rages o'er the field, 
Mark how the pliant oſiers yield; 
Where'er the winds impetuous guide, 
Now lye they proſtrate on the land, 

Now dip their heads beneath the roaring tide: 
While yon ſtrong oak erect remains, 

And unſubdued their empty threats diſdains, 

Firm rooted in the ſtrand, 


XI. 


When Latium groan'd beneath imperial ſway, 
When rul'd Oppreſſion, and while Freedombled, 


„The Maid of Orleans. See Shakeſpear's Firſt Part of 
Henry the Sixth, 


B 4 Thus 
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Thus tun'd each bard his abject lay, 
And grac'd with venal wreaths * a tyrant's head 
Midſt the contagion of the times, 
When Nature ſhudder'd at enormous crimes, 
Yet Juvenal with keen ſatiric rage 
Diſplay'd the dangers of the ſtate, 
Nor ſpar'd the vices of his canker'd age, 
Nor meanly ſtoop'd to ſooth the follies of thegreat, 


XII. 


While in contempt neglected Science lies, 
Audacious Vice all law diſdains, 
And while pedantic Dulneſs reigns, 
In Truth's and Virtue's cauſe ſee Pope ariſe: 
_ Tho? in ſoft numbers flow'd his ſtrain, 
To F olly and to Vice a foe, 
He boldly aim'd the vengeful blow, 
Nor brandiſh'd Satire's pointed ſhafts in vain; 
The wile, the good, how willing to commend, 
« To Virtue only, and her friends a friend.“ 


* OQavianus Cæſar. | 
XIII. If 
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XIII. 


If ® Syracuſa's bard with Doric reed 
Once ſung of feſtal plains, 

Of beauteous nymphs, and conſtant ſwains, 
And lov'd his goats, and tender ſheep to feed; 
While in ſweet melody he rolls along 

The pure ſimplicity of ſong, | 
Well may he claim the poet's laurel meed: 

Now we view his ſhepherds laid 

Beneath the cool ſequeſter'd ſhade 
Where buds the fragrance of yon myrtle grove: 

While wildly browſe their bleating flocks 

Wandering o'er the pathleſs rocks 
Where mantling moſs ſurrounds the lucid rills, 
Or o'er the flower-enamel'd meads they rove, 
While Zephyrs whiſper fromthe pine-topt hills. 


XIV. | 
Like his were Thomſon's rural lays, 


In glowing tints his vivid ſcenes he drew, 
While thro” the circling year he ſtrays, 
And all its various ſeaſons riſe to view; 


* Theoctitus. N 
ow 
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Now warbling Philomel complains, 
And vernal bloom beſpreads the ſmiling plains. 
Next Summer's torrid ſuns intenſely blaze, 

Fierce Sirius darts his baleful rays; 

Then mellowAutumnſwells the ripening blade; 
At length old Winter comes in haary robes array'd. 


XV. 


High on the ſummit of yon ſacred hill 
With foreſts thick begirt your temple ſtands; 
There ye rove in wildeſt meaſures, 
With the filver-footed Pleaſures, 
Your tuneful voice th' obedient flute commands, 
- Each changing theme ſymphonious accents fill: 
While ſuppliant at its baſe I bend, 
The wafted airs deſcend; 
In ſpeechleſs ecſtaſy I gaze around, 
Notes divine I ſeem to hear, 
Sweeteſt muſic ſtrikes my ear, 
In wonder loſt I pauſe, and catch the mimic ſound. 


XVI. Hark 
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XVI. 


Hark the ſhouts of battle riſe; 
The claſh of arms, the hiſſing ſhafts I hear, 
The din of conqueſt, mingled cries, 
Rage leads the van, and Terror forms the rear: 
The God of War with ſtern diſdain 
Surveys the crimſon field, 
He drives exultant o'er the flain, 
Graſps his ſwift lance, and ſhakes his brazen 
ſhield; 
The recreant ſquadrons, ſeiz'd with inſtant fear, 
Fly from his flaming ſword, and lightning of his 
ſpear, 
XVII. 


Whence the proud victor with triumphal joy 
Leads his gay pomp, we turn our eye, 
Awhile forget the blaſt of fame, 

And own Compaſſion's juſter claim; 
More doleful ſcenes our thoughts employ, 

Where ſtretch' d in duſt thoſe bleeding warriors lie, 

While hovering o'er the vulture wings his way, 

Growls the grim wolf, and waits his nightly prey. 
gat ih XVIIL 
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XVIII. 
No longer now with cares diſtreſt 
My wearied ſpirits ſink to reſt, 
Beneath the covert of ſome gloomy ſhade, 
Where ſkirting poplars bound the opening glade ; 
Where ſtately elms ſupport the curling vine, 
Or climbs the flaunting jeſſamine, 
Seated on the leafy ſpray 
The feather'd ſongſters chant their quavering lay; 
Sloping hills at diſtance ſeen, 
Meadows cloath'd with waving green: 
Here, ſportive rivulets o'er the flowery ground 
In wild meanders gently glide, 


And there, with hoarſe rebellowing ſound 


The torrent foams adown the mountain's craggy 
ſide. | | 


— — * 
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XIX. 
(| From the tall brow of that romantic ſteep, 
| | Beneath whoſe ſedgy caverns Neptune lies 
5 Circled with ſea-born deities, 
| | | On the calm ſurface of the azure deep 
Wi 1 view the Naiads riſe; 
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Down their ſmooth necks the ſable ringlets flow, 
The zoneleſs veſt as looſely trails behind, 
They tread majeſtically flow, 


Then in the ſhelving grotto ſit reclin'd : 


Oer the light ſtrings their volant fingers move 
Accordant to the ſongs of love: 

% How at Nature's infant birth, 

When from Confuſion roſe the teeming earth, 
From their parent ocean ſprung 
Venus, goddeſs, fair and young: 

The God of battles caught her wanton glance, 
6 With the eager flame oppreſt, 

& Unbound his helmet, dropt his glittering 

6c lance, 


% And in her Cyprian bowers the yielding fair 


« careſs'd.”” 
As the ſweet ſiſters tune the melting ſtrain 
They feel the lambent fire; 


In their warm boſoms pants the fierce deſire, 


And thrills in every vein, 


XX, Hence 
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XX. 


Hence as I roam along the deſert heath, 
And preſs with tardy feet the ground, 
Solemnly tolls the midnight dirge of death, 

I ſtop; and tremble at the ſound: 
Entering now that mouldering pile, 
I traverſe o'er the loneſome iſle ; 


| Scarce the faint tapers ſhed their drowſy light ; 


E'en full-orb'd Cynthia feebly gleams, 
And in the dark abyſs of night 

Impending clouds refra& her iſſuing beams, 

As here unheard, unpitied, and alone, 

To the deaf walls I vent my plaintive moan ; 
At length reſponſive to my ſighs 

The boding ſcreech-owl hoots his diſmal cries, 


And from their yawning tombs the pallid ſpectres 


riſe. 


XXI. 


Since early Fancy firſt began to dawn, 


Oft have J ſought the ſilent grove, 
Oft trac'd the mazes of the lawn, 


If in thoſe haunts perchance ye deign'd to rove ; 


Oft 
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Oft at your ſhrine my fervent prayer addreſs'd, 
And pour'd theſe dictates of a feeling breaſt; 
% Hear me, I cry'd, and elevate my heart 
« With your poetic fire | 
6 Teach me to chuſe the nobler part, 
$« Pleas'd in your ſolitary ſeats to live; 
« To ſtrike with energy the lyre, 
« And taſte thoſe pleafures ye alone can give. | 
8 « Farfrom the glare of pomp, where giddy ſtrife 


« Mixes the bitter cup of woe, 
« To where the purer joys of life Y 
&« In an even channel flow 
“Conduct my ſteps; I follow, and obey, 
% Thro' paths where Science leads, and Nature 
“points the way.“ 


[1760.] 


ODE. 


— 
— * 


- 
— — ——— gʒAiF e 


* 


—— — 


. eo 22 —ů — 


S oe — 
—— — ——— — — — 


II 


I ll 1 ii {| 


Il 
ITN 
[| , | 
| Hine A 
hte 
| : 1 0 l 
119 : Wh N 
1 
1 Ie "1 


TO 


Mis SARAH FOWLER. 


Toutesfois vous demeurant en ce lieu, mes tenebreuſes 
et triſtes parolles n'en pourroient. chaſſer les Graces, 
deſquels vous me ſemblez eſtre Vunique ſimulachre, 
et moins les Muſes qui vous recognoiflent pour leur 
Minerve. TYARD. 


I. 
W HEN firſt Aurora's gorgeous car 
Springs from night's dreary vaylt releas'd, 
And 


ODE I. 17 


And beauty's conſecrated ſtar, 

Retires behind the bluſhing eaſt, 

Can Titan's orient beams diſpenſe 

A more propitious influence 

To animate th* exulting earth, 

Than ſheds bright Fancy o'er the mind, 
When, from Care's grofler dregs refin'd, 
Jt gives the fruits of Genius birth, 


II, 


Not in the folitary gloom 
By the dim taper's fiekly ray 
Sunk in the ruſt of Greece and Rome 
Does Genius point the doubtful way, 
bs While in abſtracted thought the Sage 

Revolves the ſtern Socratic page; 

ſes Or by the tedious rules of art | 
In melancholy ſearch purſues, 
eur Vet finds the gay, the baſhful Muſe 
D. Unſeen and unattain'd depart. 


C III. Where 


und 
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III. 


Where Poeſy erects her ſeat, 
The myrtle's fragrant branches twine, 
Beneath the Pleaſures' nimble feet 
Upſtarts the new-born columbine. 
Methinks I ſee the jocund band 
Of Loves and Graces hand in hand 
Their artleſs ſymphony inſpire ; 
The Muſes catch the dulcet ſound, 
They waft the ſportive echoes round, 
And wake the ſympathetic lyre ; 


IV. 


The roſe's aromatic bloom 
Adorns their wild fantaſtic grove, 
And o'er the violet's perfume 
Angelic forms delighted rove; 

Fair Sappho in Elyſian bowers 
Beguiles the gently ſtealing hours, 
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And ſooths entranc'd Deſpair to reſt, 
Her ſtrains ſo feelingly expreſs 

The force of elegant diſtreſs 
Implanted in a female breaſt, 


V, 


Careleſsly tripping o'er the green 
The ſprightly Deſhoulieres appears 
With winning air and brow ſerene 
3 Unclouded by the frown of years: 
Around the Nymph in graceful ſtate 
A thouſand ſmiling Cupids wait, 

And each performs his deſtin'd part ; 
Some give the cheeks a livelier glow, 
Some tune the lyre, ſome twang the bow 
o pierce the moſt obdurate heart, 


N. 


Z The plaintive Rowe, whoſe warbling breath 
Diſpers'd the melancholy gloom 
Which at her dear Alexis death 
ind | Oerhung the ſickening vales of Frome, 
; C 2 To 
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To the ſoft Cyprian lute reeites 

The fears, the hopes, the fond delights, 
'The tender blandiſhments of love, 
Their mutual happineſs completing, 


Where Innocence and Pleaſyre meeting 
Have fix'd them in the realms above; 


VII. 


Beſide them Cytherea ſtands 
In Virtue's ſnowy garb array'd, 


And reunites their ſocial hands 


Sever'd by Death's remorſeleſs blade ; 
The Loves with elegiac verſe 
Meanwhile adorn the ſable hearſe 
In which their mortal aſhes lye, 
And in due chaplet Phœbus weaves 
The laurels never-fading leaves, 
The pledge of immortality. 


* 
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VIII. 

Vet not from theſe romantic ſhades; 
Whene'er I wake the Teian ſtring, 
Will I invoke th' harmonious Maids, 
T unlock Caſtalia's vaunted ſpring: 
The palms of genius thinly ſpread 
Where cypreſs glooms o'er-arch the Dead 
Let others glean : — My raptur'd ear 
Has caught the ſoul-enchanting ſtrains, 


That on Salopia's. happy plains 
The bright Sabrina joys to hear; 


IX. 


She, blameleſs Nymph, whoſe piteous doom 
Poetic Annaliſts relate, 
Immers'd in Severn's watery tomb 
By Guendoline's remorſeleſs hate 
O'er the ſmooth current ſtill preſides, 
And bids the ſpring- flowers on its ſides 


C 3 Diverfify 
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Diverſify the broider'd green, 

Where to the ſpheres' aerial ſound 
The light Fays trip their antic round 
By meditating Shepherds ſeen: + 


X. 


If worn Tradition's ſpecious tales 
In Fiction's gaudy mantle dreſt 
Were wont to celebrate her vales 
With Nature's bounteous treaſures bleſt; 
Fame hiding more than half her blaze 
Reſerv'd to crown theſe later days 
Her greateſt, her moſt envied pride, 
That while her banks % numbers grace, 
The Goddeſs ſees thy fairer face 
Reflected in her glafly tide. 


XI, 


Aſk we on what terreſtrial plain 
The Graces condeſcend to dwell, 
When Thou, the lovelieſt of their train, 
So aptly ſtrik'ſt the clo:Ced ſhell ? 


Whether 
* nb : 1 
_— 
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Whether from Bacchus“ mighty race, 

Or the dread Thunderer's ſtol'n embrace 
Euphroſyne derived her birth 

Regards not us: — Our dazzled fight 
Struck with ineffable delight 

Has found her parallel on earth, 


[1762.) 
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Eſtimant les Nymphes des Bois plus heureuſes Deeſſes 
que celles qui ſur les autelz de marbre demeurent au- 
ſuperbes temples des grandes villes. 4 

AMapis ve Garz. 


I. 


VIE Dryads of my grove, who tend 
With plaſtic hand each drooping ſpray, 
And oer yon trunks with wanton bend 
Teach the wild woodbine's arms to ſtray, 


ſſes 
au 


LE. 
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In pleaſing meditation laid 

Where the thick pine's embowering ſhade 
Hangs nodding o'er the lazy ſtream, 

If you my artleſs ſongs inſpire, 

Joyful I catch the chorded lyre 

Impatient for the promis'd theme; 


Il. 


And, Io! portray'd in vivid dyes 
By Fancy's imitative hand 
The viſionary forms ariſe, 
And glitter thro” her fairy land: 
I from the blended landſcape chuſe 
That labyrinth, where in milder hues 
Glows ſimple Nature's various green 
Can laurel'd Glory's ample field, 
Can Wiſdom's hermitages yield 
A leſs exceptionable ſcene? 


245 
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III. 


The ſlender pink, whoſe velvet bloom 
In tints ſo delicately pale 
Scatters around a rich perfume, 

And gladdens all the neighboring vale, 
Is gather'd by ſome ſmiling maid, 


Her looſely flowing hair to braid; 


On the bleak mountain's lonely fide 
While the rude yew's unſightly ſtem 
In vain expands it's noxious gem, 


And boaſts it's diſregarded pride, 


1 


While thus, ye Nymphs, beneath your ſhade 
I tune this inoffenſive lay, 
Perhaps directed by your aid 
Thro' Learning's unambitious way, 
Shall I purſue my purpos'd road 
To where in Virtue's calm abode 


Unruffled 


5 


Do 


Unruffled by the ſtormy tides, 

That burſting on the rocks of ſtrife 
Aſſault the foundering bark of life, 
The philoſophic Muſe preſides. 


V. 


Impregnating life's mingled bowl 
With ſweeteſt drugs, ſerenely gay 
Ye ſteal upon the troubled ſoul, 
In elder times your gentle ſway 
Extended o'er the happy plains 
Of Arcady ; then paſtoral ſtrains 
Echoed from every Shepherd's cot, 
While o'er the ſmiling fields he ſaw 
Aſtræa's ſelf diſpenſing law, 

And blefs'd his favorable lot: 


VI. 


With noble fire the Poet glow'd, 
No intereſt urg'd his ſlaviſh theme, 
But, as his careleſs numbers flow'd, 
Enjoy'd the dear enchanting dream; 


U 
| 
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Oft ſtretch d u pon the fabled mount, 
Whence * Acidalia's tuneful fount 
Devolves its waves, entranc'd he lay, 
There haply view'd the Cyprian Queen, 
Unknown admir'd her eaſy mein, 

And mark'd her negligent array; 


VII. 


And oft (when thron'd in full-orb*d light 
Pale Cynthia's gliding chariot ſeen 
Diſpell'd the vaulted gloom of night 
And glitter'd thro' the blue ſerene) 
While thro? the ſtill and penſive glade 
In thoughtful attitude he ſtray'd 
Heedleſs of midnight's hovering dews, 
Beheld your ſprightly train advance, 
And, as Ye join'd the choral dance, 
Recite the leſſons of the Muſe, 


* A fountain in Bœotia, ſacred to Venus and the Graces, 


Then unſupported Reaſon's aid 
In Athens' venerable grove 
To Learning's votaries diſplay'd 
The ſhrine of univerſal love, 


From where the * Swan's ambitious flight 


Soaring a more than uſual height, 
Was ſeen to cleave the liquid ſky, 
Emblem of Plato's lofty ſoul 
Expatiating beyond control 

In virtue's purer galaxy, 


pA 
But where is Tempe's valley now, 
And where that pleaſurable ſcene 
Which on aſpiring Pindus' brow 
Once flouriſh'd in eternal green? 
1 | When hoſtile inroads and th' alarms 
Of Macedon's victorious arms 


* The ſecond book of Mr, Cooper's life of Socrates is 
adorned with a head-piece repreſenting the Swan flying from. 
the altar of Love; and a few pages after, he has very judiciouſly 
explained this emblematical deſcription of the genius of Plato. 


Prevail'd ; 


Prevail'd ; in that ill-fated hour 
Each mead reſign'd its blaſted pride, 


Each laurel ſhrunk its leaves, and died, 


And every Nymph forſook her bower, 


X. 
In better days tho? oft the throng 


Of Satyrs ſtung with mad defire, 


By ſhameful dance, or impious ſong, 
Invaded your aſtoniſh'd choir : 

Tho' oft, alas! the ruthleſs hand 

Of War with deſolating brand 

Has ſcath'd the foliage of your oaks, 

Tho! oft their hoary honours ſpread 

Oer the tall mountain's ſhelter'd head 

Have ſunk beneath the Woodman's ſtrokes ; 


XI. 


Tho! in your holy Grotts retir'd 
The ſubtle * Prieſts with venom'd breath 
The thirſt of homicide inſpir'd, 


And urg'd the lingering rage of death: 


To 


. 
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2 To their polluted altars led 
Where erſt the captive Youth had bled 
Victim of helliſh cruelty, 
Devoted Mona's frantic ſhade 
In vain implor'd your guardian aid 
] O'erthrown by Roman victory; 


XII, 


= Yet never gave your preſence birth 
| To murders fell, to battles rude, 
Io taunting jeſts, or boiſterous mirth, 
Which on your favorite ſeats intrude; 
| Ve haunt not that licentious grove 
Where Spenſer's deſperate Champions rove, 
I Your ear loves not to be told 
1 Of blatan 8, of dread Deſpair 
1 With glaring eyes, with clotted hair, 
: And brutal chivalries of old. 


XIII. In 


—— — 


XIII. 


In Avignon's delightful ſhades, 
Where Petrarch fix'd his lowly cell, 
Perhaps, ye filver-footed Maids, 

By cool Valcluſa's ebbing well 

Ye deign to tend the riſing flowers, 
And bid the myrtle's ſhadowy bowers 
A more enchanting fragrance ſhed ; 
And there the earlieſt roſe 1s found, 
Where on the rude uncultur'd ground 
Your Bard reclin'd his ſinking head; 


XIV. 


For there engrav'd upon the rind 


Of every plane, and ſpreading beach, 


The fond complaints of love Ve find, 
Which move beyond the power of ſpeech, 
And where he ſhed the tender tear 

O'er his departed Laura's bier, 


To 
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Io ſooth her hovering ſhade Ve bring 
f The freſheſt lilies of the vale, 
ö And waft the ſoft refreſhing gale 
1 On welcome Zephyr's balmy wing. 
q XV. 
But, oh, wherever ye reſide, 
If Cer the Muſe's piercing eye 
Could ſearch the myſtic ſcrolls, which hide 
The annals of futurity ; 
When Death ſhall break the ſeyche of Time, 
Triumphant to ſome happier clime 
The Shades of innocence aſpire, 
43 Where oft amidſt his kindred groves 
3 The Bard's exulting Spirit roves, 
And joys to meet your ſocial choir. 
: XVI. 
Ves: They who erſt content to rove 
I Thro' Poeſy's ſequeſter'd ſphere, 
3 Or wak'd the Cyprian lute of love, 
or bade mild Pity's ſtarting tear 
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Bedey the couch of Miſery, find 
With ſtrict Morality combin'd 

Sweet Pleaſure's mediating wiles; 
There ſeeking oft the Tuſcan bowers 
Where Horace paſs'd his jocund hours, 


E'en philoſophic Rigor ſmiles, 
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I. 


HRO? every period of Life's fleeting day 
Some different paſſion fills the breaſt, 
From morn till night Hope leads aſtray, 

Nor ever guides us to the port of reſt; 


Love's viſionary joys inflame 
Youth's eager wiſhes; next Ambition's rage 
Preſents, in man's maturer ſtage, 
Proſpects of power and fame: 
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Old Age comes tottering laſt, unnerv'd and cold, | 
Graſping with palſied hand his ponderous bags 
of _— I. 

The raptur'd Poet deems his earlieſt praiſe 
To Fancy, ſweet enchantreſs, due; 
Amidſt whoſe trackleſs groves he ſtrays, 

While freſh creations ſtrike his dazzled view; 
But ſoon the flowers of Genius fade, 

And bold Inyention in her mid career 
Feels, like Ithuriel's wondrous ſpear, 

Dread Envy's fangs pervade 
Her frail contexture with a ghaſtly wound, 
Or ſinks an Icarus plung'd in the vaſt profound 


III. 
. Unleſs, o Goddeſs of the furrow'd brow, 
Thy admonitions ſtay her flight, 
And urge her firſt t addreſs her vow 
Where thy pale ſhrine emits a glimmering light: 
Too long, unmindful of thy power, 
In Fiction's airy palaces I trod; 
At length, obſervant of thy nod, 
To thee I kneel ; o ſhower 4 
Thy 4 
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d, Thy dews impregnated with heavenly reſt, 


ag3 And let thy leaden mace fall weightieron my breaſt, 


IV. 


Thee the recluſe Philoſopher, whoſe frame 
Shrinks at each northern blaſt, reveres; 

72 Elixirs his attention claim, 

| And warmeſt flannels huddle up his ears: 
Nor art thou diſtant from the Maid 

Whoſe unſought chaſtity maintain'd its hold 

While o'er her forty ſuns have roll'd; 

| Yet, anxious for thy aid, 

d; Z On thee ſhe calls, whene'er before her eyes 


Hibernian beaux or too reſiſtleſs coronets riſe. 


V. 


Swift ruſh the fiery ſteeds, loud ſounds the car, 
When Homer brings, ſeverely juſt, 
Aſſembling Demi-gods to war, 

And lays proud Troy's adulterous towers in duſt: 


It; 


x D 3 Had 
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Had Menelaus ſearch'd thy laws, 
He there had learnt without an augur's ſkill 
That women ſtray not gainſt their will, 
And, loth to furniſh cauſe | 
To“ Peleus for his ſlaughter'd ſon to chile, 
Had wiſely ſtaid at home and ſought another bride. * 


VI. 


Who from thy fount his inſpiration draws 
Deſcribes no Paladins in arms, 


But haunts ſome courtly ſhrine, to pay 


| fi Nor paints, to gain the crowd's applauſe, 
| | | Armida's wiles, or Una's heavenly charms; | 
| | Nor lifts a Fairfax to the ſkies, ; 
1 In freedom's devious mazes led aſtray; 
1 1 


His duteous ſacrifice ; A 


| Or ſings in Tufler's ſtile of golden grain, 
| Of harrows, oxen, carts, and all the ſchemes of gain. 


* In the Androche of Euripides, Peleus is introduced rid- 
culing the abſurdity of Menelaus's expedition againſt Troy, and 
reproaching him with being the cauſe of the death of Achilles, 
and many other brave Grecians, 


VII. Since 


ide. 


87 


99 s 
* 4 
- = 
+. © 
—_ 
* 5 


ridi- 


and 4 


illes 4 | 


nce 


« K g F4 
nd 
1 
% | F' 
- x 
.—z 
1 
= 
be . 
= 
A. o \ 
=, 
=_— 
x 
9 
® 
® 
- = 
,—- 
== 
3 v3 
3 - 
$ 
1 = 
2% 


Snores, and with ven'ſon cramm'd extends his 
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Since my green years, by ſome unhallow'dſtrain, 
Have made thee frown upon my ſuit ; 
Not where the ſnarling critic train, 
Fierce as a dragon guard fair learning's fruit, 
Nor in the buſy walks of trade; | 
Nor will I ſeek thee brooding o'er thy ſtore, | 
Behind the miſer's churliſh door, | 
Worn to a meagre ſhade 3 
Nor in yon ſtalls, where th' orthodox divine 


brawny chine, 


VIII. 


But to the regions of the Lunar ſphere 

My daring paſſage will I wing, 

Where all things; loſt by mortals here, 
Are found, if rightly Arioſto ſing : 

There haply, in ſome loneſome vale, 
Where dark yews bending from the rocky ſttep 

O'erhang the lake, whoſe waters ſleep, 

Mov'd by no ruffling gale, 
D 4 Shall 
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Shall I behold thee weeping o'er the tomb 
Of Caſſius, harſhly charg d with Freedom's time- 
1 leſs doom: 7 


IX. 


4 
2 


Vanquiſi d, he rais'd to heaven his haggard eyes, | 2 
And bar'd his boſom to the ſtroke ; 
Calm gown- men ſay, Had he been wiſe, 
« And liv'd, Rome yet had ſcap'd Octavius 
_ «© yoke.” | 
Next, in thy ſhades, a prey to grief, 
Perchance the learn'd Chriſtina may I ſee, 
On earth who proudly lighted thee ; 
Now, loſt beyond relief, | 
On Papal ſnares and venal Poets frown, : 
And wail with fruitleſs plaints her abdicatedcrown: 


8 5 


Vet ſinee from death thou canſt not theſe unbind, 1 
Their greatgeſs claims no ſecond birth, 
To penitence ineline thy mind, A 

And deign to waft me back again to earth; 
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Guarded by thee from every ſnare, 
e- So ſhall I frame ſecure my placid lay; 

4 Or, if in Satire's walks I ſtray, 

3 With tutelary care 

Arreſt her vengeful arm juſt rais'd to ſtrike, 
Smiling on friends, and foes, and all mankind alike, 
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Deos, Regeſque canit Deorum 4 
Sanguinem, per quos cecidere juſta 

Morte Centauri, cecidit tremendæ 
Flamma Chimæræ. Horace. 


In vain does haughty man reſign 
Amuſements that more harmleſsly beguil'd 
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His little boſom while a child, 3 
To pour his waſted incenſe at the ſhrine F 
Where ermin'd Grandeur callsherfawningtrain. 

What can the glare of courts, 4 


And ſpecious trappings of the vain, 


Amid thoſe ſcenes of Fortune's ſports, 
The 
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The ſchool-boy's paſtimes to replace, ſupply 
But ſadder games and a more pompous foolery ? 


II. 


Caſting my Machiavel aſide, 
Scornful I loath the grave hiſtoric page, 
The tumults of plebeian rage, 
The venal ſenate's edicts, kingly pride; 
And while thy magic thyrſus fills my hand, 
Thy wreaths in vernal bloom, 
Hung on yon ſtately pine, expand 
Each braided floweret's rich perfume, 
To thee, Romance, this altar will I raiſe, 
Form'd of the living turf and deck'd with haw- 


thorn ſprays. 
III. 


Tis thine to change the dreary ſcene 
From regions fraught with penury and ſtrife, 
And wan Deſpair the bane of life, 
To groves with myrtle foliage ever green. 


What 
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What though in eddies ſtrong the northern blaft 
Howls o'er yon pathleſs wild, 4 
Where ſtarts the traveller aghaſt, 3 
By thy deluſive charms beguil'd, 3 
Soon ſhall he ſee Palladian turrets riſe, 
And fruits of Heſperus glow beneath ideal ſkies. 


IV. 


Let ſages murmur as they will; 
Better is fancied bliſs than real woe; 
Prais'd be the bounteous Fates who ſtrew 
Hope's vivid roſes o'er the thorns of ill. 
In the wild progreſs of La Mancha's Knight, 
Tho' viſionary foes 
In arms impenetrable fight, 
And necromantic wiles oppoſe ; 
Call we that frenzy wretched, which could frame 
Trophies ſo pictureſque, ſuch ſemblances of fame? 


V. Once 
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Once more, triumphant Queen, advance 
In all that priſtine grace, thoſe virtuous charms, 
That rous'd Iberian ſloth to arms, 
And bring thy liſted fields, thy ponderous lance, 
Thy Fays ſwift glancing on the lunar beam: 
Beyond this earthly ſod 
Thou canſt lift th* extatic theme, 
To ſcenes where mortal never trod, 
For at thy bidding Fancy's realm fupplies 
Her dark Theſſalian ſpells and wondrous ſorceries. 


VI. 


Such was thy matchleſs power diſplay'd, 
When from the billowy deep old Ocean's child 

Brave Amadis aroſe and ſmil'd ; 
His infant arm yet graſp'd the martial blade, 
Preſage of future worth and glorious deeds, 

Revolving years ſoon ſtrove 
To nurture honor's early ſeeds; 
Then, fir'd with Oriana's love, 


Dauutleſs: 


. 
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Dauntleſs he ruſh'd from Languines' roſeate 


bowers, 
And ſmote fierce Abies' hoſt and Galpan's im- 


pious towers. 


VII. 


If, when Rome's genius ſeem'd to nod, 3 

With mimic folly, in a Tarquin's reign, 3 
Great Brutus ſought the votive fane, 

While his rude ſtaff conceal'd the golden rod; 

Till in th* important crifis of her woes 


At fam'd Lucretia's bier 3 

With awful eloquence he roſe, E 

Nor idly ſhed the pitying tear; E 
But, ſternly lifting the ſtain'd dagger high, 1 
Urg'd the dread teſt, th' immortal oath of liberty : | 


VIII. 


Encompaſs'd by a groveling age, 
While thro' the deep abyſs of Gothic night 
Coy Science ſtream'd her fainteſt light, 
So cautious Rabelais fill'd his ſportive page, 
To 
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To ſooth the crowd with many a random tale 
Of Garagantua's might, 


te 
- Bragmardo's deep harangue, the whale, 
And Panurge ſtarting with affright ; 
Skill'd to give trifles a more heighten'd zeſt, 
And grace with lively art th' inimitable jeſt; 


But Wiſdom's penetrating eye 
Beheld him in a nobler taſk engage, 
And, burning with a generous rage, | 
Een tho' the ſcourge of Papal wrath was nigh; 
Bid his fantaſtic groupe beneath the ſhade | 
Of Chinon's vines advance; | 
And, while his Satire's torch diſplay'd 
The deeds of fainted Arrogance, 
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4 { Rend Superſtition's flimſy veil away, 
Tini every monkiſh fraud came ruſhing into day. 


X, When 
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X. 


When ſea · girt Albion's favor'd land 4 
Exulting heard Fame's loudeſt clarion raiſe J | 
Its notes to ſound Eliza's praiſe, : 
And Drake perform'd what Walſingham had 2 


plann'd ; 
In the gay tournament with graceful mein, 
Emulous nobles ſtrove; 1 


Banners of chivalry were ſeen 
To glitter thro' the darkſome grove; 
Convinc'd that Beauty's ſmile o erpaid his toils, 
Th' exulting victor ſeiz'd and wore the glorious 
ſpoils : 


XI. 


Then, not from fabled camps alone 
Skilful to dart th” imaginary wound, 
But in the thickeſt dangers found, 
Young Sidney lov'd andclaim'd thee for his own; 


By 


* 
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By him tranſplanted to this ruder ſhore, 
Arcadian flowerets grew ; 
Whate'er from its unbounded ſtore 
In glowing tints his fancy drew 
Of generous deeds or fix d contempt of death, 
Zutphen beheld, ſad witneſs of his parting breath, 


XII. 


Ere Luxury unnerv'd the ſtrong, 
And Diffipation to a ſyſtem wrought 
Had check'd each enterprizing thought, 
Th' embelliſh'd legend to our grandfires long 
Pictur'd atchievements not to fame unknown, 
The fall of Pagan might, | 
Or Chiefs that propp'd an Arthur's throne ; 
Each youth join'd profit to delight, 
And ſaw St. George his country's weal defend, 


2 ſhuddering fled from vice, and fear'd a F auſtus 
end. 


XIII. 


Perceforeſt's empire is o'erthrown, 1 


Diſbanded are the troops which Aymon led, 
And now with light and airy tread, 


(Looſe flows the veſt bound by her dubious zone) I 


1 
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Applauded Novel riſes, to whoſe name 
Crowds adoration pay; 
While drooping Nymphs of tender frame, 
And Beaux more delicate than they, 
Shriek if Sir Hargrave's plumes are ſoil'd with 
duſt, 
When Grandiſon's flow ſword emerges from its 
ruſt, 


XIV. 


Yet tho" Time ſnatch thy blunted ſpear 
With envious graſp, and Faſhion ſhade 
Thy ſlighted charms, immortal maid, 
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Still do thy murmur'd ſounds enchant my ear; , 
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Still 'Y 
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4 Still is thy image preſent to my fight ; 

E Oft led by thee I ſtray 

J Midſt groves and fountains of delight, 
More pleas'd to glean one ſcanty bay, 

= Cultur'd by Genius, from thy waſted fields, 

Than revel in the ſpoils unhallow'd Foppery 


4 o 
* 
>Y 
bu 
5 
af iT; 
. * 
— "33 


yields. 
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W HAT ſtill does fair Lucy's diſdain 
Occaſion this feſtering ſmart; 
Cannot time give relief to your pain, 


1 | And heal the ſlight wound in your heart? 


IL 
The arrows of Cupid, I know, 
At firſt are all pointed with ſteel : 


9 But how frail is the ſtrength of his bow! 


How fleeting the pangs which we feel! 
III. 

His wings they are ſhatter'd by Time, 

His quiver is foil'd in the duſt; 


A Such, ſuch, is Life's flowery prime, 


And Beauty's moſt inſolent truſt. 


. 
Taſte the joys a new paſſion can give, 


With the Nymph that's complying and kind; 


Or, learning more ſagely to live, 


he bleſt, and give Love to the wind. 
E 3 SONG, 
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8 O N 
FROM THE FRENCH. 3 


'& OULD you gueſs, for I ill can repeat, 3 ; 
The ſenſation I'm deſtin'd to prove; 4 
"Tis ſomething than Friendſhip more ſweet, 
More paſſionate even than Love. 3 | 


II. 


For ever, when abſent from you, 
Pale Echo returns my fond ſighs; 


. T * 1 - a 

5 A 3 Ig y 

Py AN * —_ aſk 3 = $A ö 

N P hy 2 3 4 
8 < 


This the ſecret I had to betray ; 

And the fate of my paſſion is ſuch, 
That in what I was prompted to ſay, 
Methinks I haye utter'd too much. 


But when haply your beauties I view, =_ 
On my lips the faint utterance dies, 4 
III. 3 


THE 


i 


WM AN EIN p. 


Man over Man 
He made not Lord, ſuch empire to Himſelf 
Reſerving, human left from human free. MͤiL rox. 


At poſtquam exui Equalitas, et pro mode/tia ac pudore, 


: | ambitio et vis incedebat, provenere Dominationes, multoſque 
apud populos æternum manſere. TaciTus. 
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INnALING faction, with the Tory race 
On Right Divine, Hereditary Grace, 

Once much I waver'd, much did I unite 

The names of Patriot, and of Jacobite: 

Thanks to my friendly ſtars, thoſe days are o'er; 5 
And now, not meanly pinion'd as before, 
Untaught to bend the pliant knee, and join 

The ſlaves, who flock to Grandeur's tinſel ſhrine, 
Kindling at thy perpetual flame the brand 

Df haneſt Satire, with officious hand 10 


To 
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$$ THE EQUALITY 


To thee, o Truth, I conſecrate the blaze; 
Receive, exalt, invigorate, my lays. 


The ſtudious Pilgrim, as his bare feet tread 
O'er holy Carmel, with religious dread, 
If, funk in mouldering rubbiſh, he deſcries 15 
Where ſome old fane, or maſſive altar lies, 
Kneeling adores it with a ſtedfaſt gaze, 
And ruminates the works of mightier days, 
Feaſts his rapt ſoul on pure Devotion's fires, 
And ſlowly from the much- lov'd ſpot retires. 20 
Led by dark Legend on from clime to clime 
Amid th' hiſtoric ravages of Time, 
Thus the bold Muſe aſſerts her liberal plan 
To mark the genuine privilege of man; 
To prove how Fiction, and how Fact agree, 25 
That God was juſt, and all Mankind were free. 


From Jura's mount, from thoſe inclement 
ſkies, 
(Where pale and wan Helvetia's Genius lies, 
His arms revers'd, his ſhield thrown idly by, 
To note the fad decays of Liberty ;) 3 
Come, 
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Come, ſtern Philoſophy,—that garb of woe 
Befits thee moſt, majeſtically ſlow 
Thy gait, while rais'd aloof thy red right hand 
Waves in the gale Reſentment's flaming brand, 
Such as, from Seine's proud banks when Roufleau 
fled, 35 
Thy Vengeance hurl'd at mitred Beaumont's 
head: : 
Beneath thy auſpices in Albion's plain 
While Juſtice triumphs in a George's reign, 
Alone, yet ſcorning Caution's coward maſk, 
Will I encounter this adventurous taſk ; 42. 
Tho' far too ſanguine to conceal their rage, 
My Foes already curſe each opening page, 
And Friends, half ſhrinking at ſo rude a teſt, 
Glance o'er my title, and forſwear the reſt, 


Back to Creation's infancy, when Earth 45 
Few reyolutions dated from it's birth, 
My theme invites :—poor Exile doom'd to rove 
Far from the ſweets of Eden's happy grove 
Behold our firſt Progenitor ;—his race 


Plung'd in a lineal ſeries of diſgrace, Jo 
Become 
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Become a prey, from that ill-fated hour, 
To pain, diſeaſe, and death's remorſeleſs power. 


Some evils ſoon attain'd their utmoſt prime, 
To perfect others was a work of time. 
Perhaps in thoſe rude ages, when no law 55 
Kept the warm paſſions of mankind in awe, 
Rapine was frequent ; from his neighbour's fold 
Some proud Oppreflor of gigantic mold, 
His fleecy charge, his only treaſure bore, 
And left the Shepherd weltering in his gore: 60 
Yet then no dire neceſſity had made 
Murder a ſyſtem, war a needful trade; 
No Frederick, foe to nature and to man, 
Coloring with falſhood-a tyrannic plan, 


Born every right of nations to betray, _ 5 
O'er Leipzick's walls had forc'd his deſperate 
way ; | 


Coarſe was their food, their ſordid dwelling ſmall, 
Such was the lot of one, the lot of all : ; 
In ſome deep vale their ſhapeleſs altar ſtood 

Rais'd with the caſual turf, or unhewn wood; 70 


Thither, 
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Thither, by grateful adoration taught, 

On ſolemn feſtivals the Ruſtic brought 

A decent offering from his little ſtock, 

Fruits of the ground, or firſtlings of his flock : 
No. temple rear'd its fretted roof on high, 75 
No golden cenſer's blaze perfum'd the ſky, 

No vain High-Prieſt with ſurly grandeur trod, 
As if to ſhame the meanneſs of his God. 


When, like the Titans, earth's rebellious crew 

To heaven's high bulwarks rais'd their hoſtile 
view, | 80 

In vain, their boaſtful arrogance to quell, 

Their Leaders were diſpers'd, their turret fell; 

On Shinar's plains Deſpotic Power unfurl'd 

Her banner, and, to vex the groaning world, 

From ſhore to ſhore the ſtrange contagion 
ran; 85 


Fraternal concord ceas'd, and Monarchy began. 


Thus, while the ſtorms in hollow caverns ſleep, 


And ſcarce a. Zephyr fans the quiet deep, 


— 


1 | Suddenly 
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Suddenly from the rock's impending brow 

A cumbrous fragment on the tide below 90 

Comes ruſhing downwards; boils the vaſt pro- 
found, 

Waves upon wayes daſh'd on the beach reſound. 


Deteſted Hunter ! Nimrod led the way, 
War was his ſavage paſtime, man his prey; 
For brutal ſtrength by trembling vaſſals fear'd, 95 
The walls of ancient Babylon he rear'd; : 
In his high dome, with crayons rude portray'd, 
The Warrior's dread atchievements were diſ- 

play'd; 
Here pierc'd with darts th' expiring tiger lay, 
There ruſh'd embattled hoſts in firm array; 106 
There in his car the thickeſt ranks he broke, 
And nations yielded to his galling yoke. 


Such Empire's origin; with horrid yelf 
From the black confines of his native hell 
Emerg'd the Demon of tyrannic pride, frog 
And Vice came onward with a larger ſtride: 


Ungrateful 
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_ Ungrateful were the taſk, and endleſs toil, 

To trace its progreſs thro? each diſtant ſoil, 

Fertile of Tyrants. Craft with Proweſs join'd 

Soon tam'd the generous fierceneſs of man- 
kind. 110 

Dominion firſt was gain'd by lawleſs might; 

The claim of /ong hereditary right 

Succeeded ; when, to varniſh o'er each flaw, 

And bow the world with ſuperſtitious awe, 

The Prieſts dreſs'd up ſome bugbear of their 

own, | 115 

Calld him a King, and plac'd him on a throne ; 

Then caught the weakneſs of thoſe darker times, 

And dragg'd in Heaven to ſanctify his crimes. 


Scarch well its inmoſt ſource, and tell whence 
ſprings 
This ſacred claim of Iſrael's vaunted Kings. 120 
When that audacious Crew renounc'd their God, 
Deſpis'd his mercies, brav'd his heavieſt rod; 
And, for his Patronage too mighty grown, 
Set up a little Idol of their own: 
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Say ds their Prophet urge Saure Night 
Divine 5 125 

His incenſe blaz'd not at fo vile a Shrine. 

Or did ſome ill in myſtic leaves foretold, 

And chronicled by graveſt ſeers of old, 

While on deluſive hopes they fondly built, 

O'erwhelm them with involuntary guilt? 130 

No; 'twas their baffled pride, whoſe laſt reſource 

Dragg'd this perdition on their heads by force. 


From that black period each intenſer crime, 
That brands with infamy its parent clime, 
Aſſail'd the palace, overſpread the land, 135 
And in their temple took its guilty ſtand. 


The ſeat of Chemoſh by the purple vine 

Was planted ; and at Moloch's brazen ſhrine, 
As with inhuman zeal the trembling fire : 
Conſign'd his ſhrieking infants to the fire, 140 
While with loud din their hideous cymbals rung, 
His Worſhipers obſcene their uncouth orgies 
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Belief in various ſenſes underſtood 
Is man's ſevereſt curſe or ſureſt good. 
Thus in the meads where hallow'd Jordanglides 145 
Enriching Paleſtine with copious tides, 
Where ſprings the branching palm, where ſtreams 

the oil, 

Where fruitful vineyards bleſs the peaſant's toil ; 
Deep in the heart of Siddim's odious vale, 
Impregnating with death each tainted gale, 150 
The black Aſphaltes from its ſlimy bed 
Sees pitchy clouds, ſulphureous vapors, ſpread. 


Let Mecca tell, big with afpiring ſchemes, 
Seraphic trances, counterfeited dreams, 
How ſubtle Mahomet, of ſervile birth, 155 
Diffus'd his tenets through th' aſtoniſh'd earth, 
By fire and ſword the Nations undeceiv'd 
Confeſs'd their former errors, and believ'd. 


In Judah's foil the tree of knowledge grew, 


Whoſe fruit unſound, yet ſpecious to the 


view, t 60 


F Entruſted 
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Entruſted to the treacherous Levites' care, 

Fell, ere it ripen'd in that baleful air; 

Relentleſs Cowards! with a brutal hand 

Urging their fraudful progreſs thro' the land, 
O'er nature's parting agonies they trod, 165 
And flaughter'd millions in the name of God, 
Each right of arms infringing, nor forbore 

To dip their reeking blades in infant gore; 

Till mighty conſcience, whoſe prevailing call 
Opes the dread volume of her laws to all, 170 
Bewail'd them darken'd by ſo ſtrong a taint, 
That none diſcern'd the villain from the faint. 


Far other fame the Chriſtian doctrine gain'd 
From Heaven tranſmitted, and by Heaven main- 
tain'd; 1 
With ſcepter'd arrogance to vex the earth, 175 
Yet moſt thoſe realms which gave his grandeur 
birth, 

To make divided Faith and Virtue foes, 

On its firm baſe no ſecond David roſe ; 
Yet from this pure and unpolluted ſource 


Ere long, the ſtreams in a perverted courſe 180 
= Ran 
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Ran foul: Fanatics ſoon began to call 

Merit a ſound, Religion all in all; 

Infuriate Prieſts the bonds of nature tore, 

And Perſecution drench'd the world with gore, 

Arm'd with the Croſs, o'er Aſia's ravag'd 
lands, 185 

See ſainted Champions pour their deſperate bands, 

A dreaming Hermit leads them, and aloud 

Preaches ſalvation to the frantic crowd: 

Zeal whets the poniard, and with ruthleſs joy 

They come, they ſack, they raviſh, they 
deſtroy. 190 


The Muſe, rejecting this hiſtoric draught, 
With bitter truths, ſtrict teſtimonies fraught, 


It's civil diſcords, and religious ſtrife 


O'erlooks, to take a fairer view of life; 

Borne on the rapid wings of Thought ſhe 
flies, 195 

Opes new creations, and in other ſkies 

Expatiates, ſooth'd with all that Ovid told, 

Of cloudleſs ſuns, of ages wing' d with gold, 


F 2 Thoſe 
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Thoſe ages, when in Peneus' chearful grove 

Man knew no ſorrows, no diſeaſe but Love; 200 
When Nature's ſelf was unconſtrain'd and young, 
And Bards rang'd lawlefs as the Gods they ſung. 


Ye happier times of innocence and truth, 


Pleaſing inſtructors of my thoughtleſs youth, 


When none the Image of his God belied, 205 
No Minions crouch'd beneath a Sultan's pride, 
No wealth enſnar' d, no poverty diſtreſs'd, 


No Ruffians plunder'd, and no Kings oppreſs'd; 


Tho' doom'd to grovel in a baſer age, 

Will I from memory's enchanting page 210 

Retrace your ſcatter'd annals. When of old 

Arcadia's peaceful Shepherds uncontrol'd 

Their ranging flocks thro' b6undleſs paſtures 
drove, | 

Or tun'd their pipes beneath the myrtle grove, 

Their laws, on brazen tablets unimpreſt, 215 


Were deeply gray'd on each ingenuous breaſt, 


No proud Vicegerent of Aſtrea reign'd, 
Aſtrea's ſelf her own decrees maintain'd. 


Me Books, 
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Books, uſeleſs lumber, yet in embryo ſlept, 
No Damon rav'd in print, no Delia wept; 220 
Nor had, nor needed, they the Caſuiſt's page; 
Plain were the duties of that ſimpler age: 

For Nature, beſt of mothers, pleas'd to teach 
Virtues no modern theoriſt can reach; 

With characters indelible, on high — 225 
Blazon'd her ſyſtem of Equality, 


Alas! how gladly would Illuſion's beam 

3 For ever vibrate on this glittering theme: 

Here let me finiſh ; nor, my ſoul to wring, 
From Fable's ſweets proceed to Fable's ſting: 230 
I muſt;—theſe fairy dreams have had their ſpace, 
4 And now the dreadful ſequel claims a place. 

1 Like the preſumptuous Mariner, whoſe fails 
Wafted from port with ſoft Eteſian gales, 


2 Urge his o'erweening eagerneſs to brave 235 
3 Without a Pilot the perfidious wave, 
43 Soon o'er whoſe bark th' impetuous tempeſts 


ſweep, nd 
And bury all his fortunes in the deep: | 
RE Seduc'd 
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Seduc'd by Fancy's charms, amidſt a grove 

Of pleaſing errors have I dar'd to rove, 240 
Till, half deſponding, comfortleſs, aghaſt, 

J but ſurvey bright Freedom's form at laſt, 

To ſee her periſh by as ſure a wound 

Mid theſe enchantments, as on vulgar ground. 


Fond Epimetheus ! when thy luckleſs hand 245 
Scatter'd Pandora's curſes o'er the land, 
Forth from the caſket glittering to the view 
Scepters, and crowns, delufive trumpery, flew; 
Man ey'd the bait, and with an ideot joy 
Eagerly ruſh'd to ſnatch the gilded toy : - 50 
Freedom thenceforth, and Peace, and Juſtice fled, 
From Erebus fell Diſcord rear'd her head ; 
Too late remorſe congeal'd each guilty ſoul, 
And forky lightnings flaſh'd from pole to pole. 


Wheree'er we ſearch the vaſt inſtructive 
page | 260 
Of Fact, or Fiction, we in every age 
See Saints impal'd and tortur'd at the ſtake 
Thro' fervent zeal and for Religion's ſake ; 
Murders 
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Murders and ſorceries, and Men, whoſe heart 

 Ne'er prompted one humane, one generous 
part, | | 260 

While ſome vain Mortal, arbiter of ill, 

Govern'd the reſt; at whoſe imperious will 

Millions of ſlaughter'd Heroes bit the duſt, 

To ſooth a Tyrant's pride, a Strumpet's luſt; 

Till, loathing both the preſent and the paſt, 265 

We learn this melancholy truth at laſt; 

« On Life's rough ſea, by ſtormy paſſions toſt, 

« Freedom and Virtue were together loſt.” 


Shame on our vaunted reaſon, when we find 
No creature elſe ſo ſenſeleſs, and ſo blind; 270 
The Brutes indeed to force ſuperior yield, 

And leave the ſtrongeſt maſter of the field; 

Yet this imperial claim to none deſcends, 

With the poſſeſſor's ſtrength his title ends; 

Nor, if their enterprizing leader calls, 275 
Do they forſake their well-repleniſh'd ſtalls, 

And with heroic frenzy riſk their life, 
Fomenting ſome unneceflary Strife. 


F 4 Unfallen 
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Unfall'n and uncorrupted, they fulfill 


Their nature's end, their mighty Maker's 


will; 280 
Stoop then, ye ſons of reaſon, ſtoop and own 
The verieſt beaſt more worthy of a throne, 


The Chain, whoſe two Extremities unite, 
Preſenting ſtill a middle to our fight, 
Where link by link in fruitleſs ſearch we tend, 28 5 
Yet find not a beginning, or an end, 
Talk as we pleaſe, diſſemble how we can, 


| Preſents a juſt ſimilitude of man; 


Who, in each ſtate of life conſtrain'd to own © 


A ſtrict dependence, uſeleſs when alone, 290 


Cleaves tho' a Monarch to his kindred earth, 
Partaking of the ſoil, which gave him birth. 


View firſt the Slave, whom his unhappy fate 
In galling fetters to ſome foreign ſtate | 
Tears from his deareſt home; there baſely 

fold | 295 
By thoſe who truck humanity for gold, 


Abus d, 
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Abus'd, neglected, ſinking with diſtreſs, 
Whea all is dark, and Hope alone can bleſs ; 
Ey'n then thro' Life's dim curtain he deſcries 
Some happier regions, and ſerener ſkies, 300 
Where Commerce never rears her impious head, 
No Fiends approach, no Miſſionaries tread, 


Next him the Peaſant, whoſe inceſſant toil, 
Harſhly requited, tills the rugged ſoil, 
Preſs'd by the barbarous inſults of the great, 305 
The fooliſh prodigality of ſtate ; 
Yet his low couch no thorny cares moleſt, 
His even ſpirits yield unbroken reſt, 


Thoſe reſtleſs Beings next in order place, 
Whoſe motley ſtations wear a doubtful face, 300 
Who, dragg'd by Fortune into Middle Life, 

- That vortex of malevolence and ſtrife, 

Envying the great, or ſcoffing at the mean, 

Now ſwoll'n with pride, now waſted ' with 
_ chagrin, 

Like Mahomet's unſettled aſhes dwell. 315 


Midway ſuſpended between Heaven and Hell. 
Clad 


ener r 


Clad with thoſe Titles antient Juſtice gave, 
To grace the wiſe, the generous and the brave, 
O' er theſe aſcend the Sycophants of power, 
Their maſter's tools, the minions of an hour. 320 


Laſt of the Group, to cloſe this irkſome ſcene, 
Childiſhly great, and eminently mean, 
Behold the Monarch, whoſe exalted throne, 


Dupes to their fear, his Eaſtern Vaſſals own; 


When by the toil, which earns the Hind's hard 
bread, | 325 

His ſplendor is maintain'd, his luxury fed; 

Is not a wretch like ths, to either fide 

Of Life's perverſe extremities allied ? 

Here to its ſource the line revolvingſbends, 

Here cloſe the points, and here the circle 
ends. * 330 


When luſt, when rapine, when ungovern d rage, 
Strongly characteris'd the iron age; 
Law ſoon became a neceflary ill, 
Vice Nall the ſword, and gave it force to kill; 
Monarchs, 
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Monarchs, we ſee, were then at firſt deſign'd 335 
A general good, a bleſſing unconfin'd, 

For public welfare,. not for private ends, 

From fire to fon the regal crown deſcends. 
When Kings ſupport afflicted Virtue's cauſe, 
Curb potent Vice, and vindicate the laws, 340 
Our high reſpect deſervedly they ſhare, 

Not for themſelves, but for the truſt they bear. 


As on the ſlippery pinnacle they ſtand 
Of brittle grandeur, with rapacicas hand 
If they aſſume unlimited domain, | 345 
And madly govern with prcverted rein 
The vaſt Machine of empire ; to the ſkies 
Aſcend the widow's tears, the orphan's cries; 


et 
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A Cato's ſpirit, or a Cicero's tongue, 

With keen reſentment animates the throng ; 360 
Some Hampden hears his gaſping country's groan, 
And in juſt vengeance ſhakes a guilty throne, 
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Should inauſpicious Fortune tear away 
From Virtue's graſp the triumphs of a day ; 


Should 
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Should Tyranny, by long ſucceſs grown great, 355 

Cruſh the defenceleſs victims of her hate; 

Grim Superſtition with an haggard eye 

Points to the ſpoils, and rears her torch on 

high, 1 

From regal conqueſt her own inference draws, 

And blends with that of Heaven its dearer 
cauſe, 360 


Blind to the treacherous ſnare, when Fate de- 

creed, 

That Troy ſhould perjſh by the wooden ſteed; 

The reſt ſtood fix d with heſitating fear 

While bold Laocoon hurl'd his forceful ſpear 

Againſt the monſter, from whoſe knotty 
__ 9 1 | 365 

Reſounding arms and Grecian ſhrieks replied : 

Stung by a-ſnake, the pious Prieſt expir'd, 

While Folly gaz'd, and Ignorance admir'd; 

This moral curb'd th' infatuated crew 

The ſacrilegious wretch Minerva ſlew.” 370 


When 
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When virtuous Greville * thus in civil ſtrife 

Crowen'd with that honeſt prayer his cloſing life; 

Can we unmov'd with indignation bear 

To ſee grave Clarendon, whoſe ſtile, whoſe air, 

Twixt tortur'd facts, and Scripture - phraſes 
| quaint, 375 

Shews half the royaliſt, and half the ſaint, 

Stamp on his aſhes with a dotard's pride, 

And execrate the cauſe, for which he died? 


Ye fields of Naſeby, where the thundering hand 

Of Freedom greatly proſper d; where that 
band 5 380 

Of hardy Patriots reſolutely bore, 

Thro' ſtorms of horror, and thro? ſeas of gore, 

Their country's charter, ſnatch'd in happieſt hour 

From Sacerdotal wrath, and Kingly power : 

Oft as your towers, on which dread Vengeance 
wrote | 185 

Strong characters, and blaſted where ſhe ſmote, 


* Lord Brooke. See Clarendon's Hiſtory. 
In 


Tocrown feme proud Infringer of the laws: 395 
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In youth's gay ſeaſon fix'd my roving eye, 

How did I hail that ſcene of victory! 

Ev'n now methinks I ſee brave Fairfax tread 

Th' enſanguin'd plain to grace the warrior's 
head, 390 

From Fame's unſullied grove, let Virtue bring 

Thoſe laurels, green with everlaſting ſpring: 

Illuſtrious meed, too oft profuſely ſtrewn 

To deck the precincts of Ambition's throne, 


But due to vengeance, due to Britain's cauſe. 


Nor, tho' the Muſe forlorn and helpleſs ſtray 
O'er thy bare coaſt, nor glean one fragrant bay, 
Bleak Caledonia, ſhalt thou paſs unſung, 

For Freedom on thy hills her arm new- 
ſtrung : | 405 

When thy firm ſons, who lov'd the public weal, 

Or inly burn'd to fee tyrannic Zeal 

Againſt their altars lift an impious hand, 

And threat th' accuſtom'd worſhip of the land, 


Stood 
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Stood forth, and, ruſhing onward, like a flood 40 5 
Burſt from its channel, ſeal'd their faith with 
blood ; 
At their approach while perjur'd Holland fled, 
Falſe to his Maſter's cauſe, his Maſter's bed; 
And Hierarchy, that fiend, whom Scripture paints 
Drunk with the blood of Martyrs and of 
Saints, 410 
Conſign'd by Fate in penal chains to dwell, 
Slunk unregarded to her native hell. 


Curſe on the ſhouts of that licentious Throng, 
Whoſe merriment, (more brutal than the ſong 
Of mad Agave, when wild Hæmus o'er 415 
Her Pentheus' mangled limbs the mother bore ;) 
Proclaims the fall of Liberty :—ye ſhades 
Of mighty Chiefs, from your Elyſian glades 
Look down benign, avert the dire preſage, 

Nor with two Charleſes brand one ſinful age. 420 
O my poor country ! what capricious tide 

Of Fortune ſwells the Tyrant's motley pride! 
Around his brows yon ſervile Prelates twine 


The ſtale and blaſted wreath of Right divine; 
While 
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While Harlots, like the Coan Venus fair, 425 
Move their light feet to each laſcivious air. 


Hence with your orgies !—righteous Heaven 
ordains 

A purer worſhip, leſs audacious ſtrains. 
When falls by William's ſword (as ſoon it muſt) 
This Edifice of bigotry and luſt ; . M- 
The Muſe ſhall ſtart from her inglorious trance, 
And give to Satire's graſp her vengeful lance, 
At Truth's hiſtoric ſhrine ſhall victims ſmoke, 


And a freſh Stuart bleed at every ſtroke : 


Thine too, perfidious Albemarle, (whoſe ſteel, 435 
Drawn to protect embroil'd Britannia's weal, 
Shrunk from thy coward arm, conſign'd the reins 
Of power to Charles, and forg'd a nation's 

chains) 
Compar'd with nobler villanies of old, 


High deeds, on plates of adamant enroll'd, 440 


Shall meet the felon's undiſtinguiſh'd fate, 
Sure of contempt, unworthy of our hate. 


Once 
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Once more emerging from this baleful reigg 
Of Stuart Kings, and from the Pontiff's chain, 
Buy Boyne's ſwift current Freedom rear'd her 

head, 445 
When from thoſe banks the Papal Tyrant fled; 
Then every vale with Io Pæans rung, 

As the glad reaper at his harveſt ſung; 

Thee, great Naſſau, benevolently brave; 
Equally born to conquer, and to ſave, - 450 
When Glory's ſounding trump to Gallia's ſhore 
Th' exulting ſhouts of Britiſh Freedom bore, 
Diſmay'd She ſaw the kindling ardor burn, 

And Seine hung trembling o'er her waſted urn, 


Warm with the ſame benevolence of mind, 455 
Friends of the native rights of human kind, 
Succeeding Kings extend the generous plan, 

And Brunſwick perfects what Naſſau began, 
Thrice happy Albion! in whoſe favor'd land 
Impartial Juſtice, with a ſteady hand, . . 460 
Poiſes the ſcales of empire ; where the names 

Ot {eryile tenure, and the feudal claims 
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Of Norman Peers in muſty tomes decay, 
Swept by obliterating years away. | 


But if, in Faction's loud and empty ſtrain, 465 
Yon frontleſs rabble vex a gentle reign, 
In Peace itſelf ideal dangers find, 
Provoke new wars, and challenge half mankind; 
What tho' another Tully at their head 
From breaſt to breaſt the rank contagion 

ſpread: 47⁰ 

Say what are we? ſome penſion d Patriot's tools, 
Meer artleſs, unſuſpecting, Britiſh fools. 


Born in a changeful clime, beneath a ſæy 
Whence ſtorms deſcend, and hovering vapors fly, 
Stung with the fever, tortur'd with the ſpleen, 475 
Boiſterouſly merry, churliſhly ſerene, 

By each vague blaſt dejected or elate, 

Dupes in their love, immoderate in their hate, 

With ſtrange formality, or beariſh eaſe, 

Then moſt diſguſtful, when they ſtrive to 
pleaſe, 5 480 
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No happy mean the ſons of Albion know, 
Their wavering tempers ever ebb and flow, 
Rank contraries, in nothing they agree; 
Untaught to ſerve, unable to be free. 


While parties rage, O Truth, with honeſt 
zeal 485 
To thee, protectreſs of my lays, I kneel; 
O deign to ſhew me in their real light 
Stript of that glare, which cheats the dazzled 
ſight, ; 
The Chiefs, whoſe blazon'd deeds and ſounding 
worth 
Uſurp a Sphere above the ſons of earth; 490 
Ope dark Futurity's inſtructive womb, Gs 
Conduct me to the manſions of the tomb, 
Where titles ceaſe, where worldly pomp is ofer, 
Mute are the Nine, and Flattery ſooths no more: 
So may I take a more impartial view, 495 
Forget the rank, and give the man his due. 


Yet what regards it or the world, or me, 


How Fame awards her poſthumous decree, 
| WY It 
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If man, unconſcious of her loudeſt breath, 
Sleep a cold tenant of the vale of death? 500 
Let the delirious Siamois compute 

How Sommonokodon his worſhip'd brute, 
Thro' being's long progreſſive ſtages trod, 

Began an Ox, and ended in a God. 

Our fleeting ſouls let the weak * Samian trace 505 
In birds, in beaſts, and all the finny race; 
Theſe baſeleſs ſtructures, fictions light and vain, 
Coin'd in the foldings of an idle brain, 

To their abſurd inventors I reſign, 


They are not in the Churches creed, or mine, 520 


But ſhall the Peaſant from his turf-bound grave 
Or riſe no more, or wake again a Slave? 
And ſhall the Monarch in a future ſtate, 
With the ſame viſionary pomp elate, 
Reſume the trappings of his loſt command, gr 5 
And wield a mimic ſeepter in his hand? 


Tho' gloomy Bigots paint a partial God, 
Bare his red arm, and lift his ſcorpion rod ; 


Pythagoras. 
Tho' 
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Tho” on a text perverting Zealots dwell, 

Till Scripture ſuits the purpoſes of hell; 
Think for thyſelf ;—ſuppoſe life's voyage o'er; 
Think for thyſelf, and envy Kings no more: 
Reſign'd, and calm, await that awful hour, 
That criſis of all ſublunary power, 

When wreaths of glory ſhall adorn the Juſt, 525 
And Empire's proud Coloflus fink to duſt. 


(1765.] 
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CHARLES WATKINS MEYSEY, Eſq. 


Notre vie n'eſt, pour ainſi dire, qu'un jour; faiſons 
en ſorte qu'elle ſoit unie & egale, Du HaLns, 


In Contemplation's awful ſeat, 


Guided by Wiſdom's ſovereign power, 


Whether we fix our ſteady feet, 

Or let them negligently ſtray 

Thro' every maze and every bower 
Where lawleſs Fancy points the way ; 
We ſtill propoſe from either meaſure 
Some preſent, or ſome future pleaſure, 


Think'ſt 
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Think'ſt thou that Folly's jovial crowd, 
Who drown with wine the ſtings of care, 
A groupe intolerably loud, 

Amid their nightly revels ſhare 

That unſophiſticated bliſs, 

Which they who tread the thorny road 
To learning's ſceptical abode 

In vain reſearches doubly miſs; 

Or, girding on the Cynic fur, 

When the gay bloom of youth 1s gone, 
Would'ſt thou, like angry Solomon, 
Worn with debaucheries, aver, 

That Life itſelf is vanity ; 

Or, from old libraries ſupplied 

With ſcraps of philoſophic pride, 

In ſupercilious mood defy | 

Fate to increaſe, or render leſs, 

Our fix'd degree of happineſs, 2 
Dependent on ourſelves alone ? | | ; 


While, as thoſe adverſe motives guide, 


The ſlaves of Paſſion or of Pride, 
Ruſh 
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Ruſh to bewitching Pleaſure's throne, 
Or Superſtition's hermitage; 

With us who aim to ſteer between 
The diſſolute and the ſevere, 
Enamor'd of the golden mean, 

Calm Reaſon in her modeſt ſtrain, 

Oft whiſpers to the mental ear, 

How very trifling and how vain 

Ten thouſand phantoms which engage 
Man's eager hope or ſhuddering fear, 


In nice reſearches at their leiſure, 
To aſk what moſt befits the Sage, 
Station'd amidſt a golden age, 

Some tranſitory kind of pleaſure 

To More's Utopians might afford, 

To ſuch I mean whoſe brains are ſtor'd 
With loftier images than ours: 
Perfection's votaries, a race 

Equivocal, I leave t embrace 

That phœnix, thron'd on baſeleſs towers, 
Content with an inferior place. 


But 
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But ſince th' unequal road of Life 
Is mingled with the thorns of ſtrife, 
And quickſands of adverſity; 
Let us, my Friend, on virtue's aid, 
Whene'er the gathering tempeſt lowers, 
With dauntleſs conſtancy rely; 
And viſit that Ægerian ſhade, 
Where, throwing careleſsly aſide 
The tinſel trappings of command, 
His crown and ſcepter's cumbrous pride, 
The venerable Numa ſtray'd; 
Or cull each ſweet from Fancy's bowers, 
And, with a lover's tender hand, | 
Foſtering the bloſſoms ere they die, 
To this bleak ſojl tranſplant the flowers 


Of elegant variety. 


*T was thus, in Albion's evil hour, 
To mark a ſecond Charles's reign, 
When from her trance deſpotic power 
Awakening, with an iron hand 
Reſum'd the ſcepter; o'er the land 
Oppreſſion's gaunt and wither'd train, 
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With all the forms of horror ſpread ; 
Beneath the Tytant's haughty wheels, 
Deform'd with many a ghaſtly wound, 


Lay vanquiſh'd Freedom, pale and bound: 


From her forſaken altars fled 
Afflicted Juſtice; with a nod 
He ſhook their baſis; at his heels 


The hounds of Luſt and Rapine trod. 


Even thus, ſuperior to the wrongs 

« Of evil days and evil tongues,” 
Riſing from Virtue's blaſted ſhade, 
Great Milton ſtemm'd with noble rage 
The torrent of a barbarous age; 

And at his cloſe of life, when Time 
Had damp'd the flame of Poeſy, 
Diſeaſe his mortal frame decay'd, 
And darkneſs quench'd his viſual ray, 
His daring Genius, borne on high, 
Beyond th* empyreal ſphere ſublime, 
With Inſpiration's ſtedfaſt eye 

Beheld the cherub Innocence 
Summon his parting ſpirit hence, 
And ope the ſource of endleſs day. 
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Thus too on Gallia's foſtering plain, 
Where Wiſdom wears her eaſieſt mein, 
Where Chearfulneſs erects her fane, 
And calm Philoſophy is ſeen 
Rarely to emulate the boaſt 
Of thoſe who hold, that ſuffering moſt 
Gives the beſt means of happineſs; 

To ſecond Marlborough's arms, when Fate 
The thirſty fiends of war unbound, 
When Deſolation ſtalk'd around, | 
And Vengeance thunder'd at the gate, 
Beneath ſome grotto's cool receſs 

His lute voluptuous Chaulieu ſtrung ; 
Greſſet thus indolently ſung 

The paſtoral Nymphs of Tivoli: 

Tho! at theſe names th' unfeeling Sage, 
Who deems their levities a crime, 
Aſſume the wrinkled look of rage, 

The laurels, which, to grace their tomb, 
The fingers of Humanity 

Have planted, ſhall for ages bloom 
Unſullied by the breath of time, 


Since 
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Since thus the Muſes' lenient power, 
By Virtue's friends, in every age, 
Has been experienc'd, to aſſuage 
The frowns of dread Neceſſity, 
Or Death's inevitable hour; 
Ev'n I, the meaneſt of their train, 
Too conſcious by how light a thread 
The waſting loom of Life is fed, | 
With fond intemperance to rely 
On thoſe deluſions of the brain, 
Which 1dly glitter in the ray 
Of weak Ambition, from this ſeat 
Of humble Mediocrity, 
Where Fate has fix'd my calm retreat, 
Feel little appetite to ſtray ; 
Unenvious of that empty ſtate, 
Which gilds the manſions of the great 
With what th* unmeaning World calls gay. 


Much leſs on Rigor's narrow cell, 
With any pleaſure can I gaze; 
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Or with myſterious Bigots dwell, 
In gloomy thoughts, who paſs their days, 


Their nights, in dreams of wretchedneſs: 


Taught by unerring ſentiment, 

In ſtrains refin'd by decent art, 
With manly freedom to expreſs 

The dictates of a liberal heart, 

My ſyſtem takes another bent, 
Holding thoſe doctrines far the beſt 
Which man more gratefully diſpoſe 
At Nature's board, a chearful gueſt, 
To taſte each bleſſing Heaven beſtows. 


Beſide ſome wanton ſtream reclin'd, 
When firſt, in youth's romantic morn, 
With inexperienc'd hand I twin'd 
Some flowerets, gather'd from its brink, 
To grace the Naiads, or adorn 


Pan's feſtive ſhrine, when, free from pain, 


Free from each ſerious occupation, 
Left to myſelf, I rang'd at will 
Thro' all the fields of inclination ; 
Such were my ſentiments, and ſtill 
Unchang'd theſe ſentiments remain. 


Regardleſs what thoſe Sages think 
Whoſe boſoms never knew to feel, 
To thy deciſion I appeal, 

Whether theſe flimſy ſtrains can fink 
Below didactics, trebly clad 

In college buckram, where, unaw'd, 
Grim Melancholy ſtalks abroad, 

To preach herſelf and hearers mad. 


Should the relentleſs Fates ordain, 
T' embitter Life's laſt lingering hours, 
That Age, with Sorrow in his train, 
Wither the Muſes laureat bowers ; 
Should ſtubborn nature yet ſurvive, 
And that curſt period cer arrive 
When Avarice, Envy, each a peſt 
More hot than hell, ſhall break my reſt 
With pangs no med'cine can appeaſe ; 
And dark Miſtruſt, and jealous Care, 
All all the Dzmons of Deſpair, 

Like vultures, rend my tortur'd breaſt ; 
In its firſt ſtage, ere the diſeaſe 
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Become inveterate, ſend, ye Powers, 
And ſend it home, ſome friendly dart, 
Like that which fled from Dian's bow 
To pierce the * Theban Hunter's heart; 
Belov'd of Heaven, amid the ſkies, 

In full career he ſtill purſues 

His favorite occupation; views 

The rapid lynx with ardent eyes, 

And ſhakes his ſpear, in act to throw. 
O that when Death ſhall claim this load 
Of frail mortality, on high 
Thus may I ſoar, and in th' abode 

Of tuneful elegance and mirth, 

To a more perfect Life reſtor'd, 
Poſſeſſing what I ſought on earth, 

At Love's or Friendſhip's genial board 
Wake the ſhrill chords of harmony. 


Meanwhile, perſuaded that each Power 
Whole influence gilds the preſent hour, 
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Will on the next benignly ſmile, 

In ſchemes of literary eaſe, 

Defigns that profit while they pleaſe, 
The boiſterous paſſions I beguile: 
And if ſome tranſient cloud o'ercaſt 
The proſpect ; thoſe romantic days 
O'er which young Fancy lov'd to throw 
A coloring, to which the rays 
That float on Iris“ vivid bow 

Muſt yield, indelibly impreſt 

On Memory's tablet, with new zeſt, 


Shall oft recur, While thus the mind- 


Inſatiate dwells upon the paſt, 


Revolves thoſe ſcenes which cannot laſt, 


And longs to leave a trace behind 
Ere yet Life's little day be o'er 
Forgive, if an ingenuous pride 

Stile me, to worth like thine allied, 


By Kindred much, by Friendſhip more. 
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TO THE 


Rev. THOMAS BL v, M. A. 


RECTOR OF THENFORD, NORTHAMPTONSHIRE, 


Quicquid id eſt, ſylveſtre licet videatur acutis 

Auribus, & Ne/tro'tantum memorabile Pago: 

Dum mea ruſticitas ſi non valet arte politi 

Carminis, at certe valeat Pietate probari. 
CALPURNIUS SICULUS. 


Yo UR eſtimation of the time 
Miſpent in haunting Pindus' wood, 
Or on the laurel'd Siſterhood 


Intruding with perpetual rhime, 
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Full well I know; fair Reaſon's mien 
You think diſtorted by the pranks 

Of us poetic mountebanks, 

And that in Rhetoric's flowing ſtole, 
Her charms to more advantage ſeen, 
Make an impreſſion on the ſoul, 

Than when, by ſyllables and feet, 
Stretch'd on Procruſtes? iron bed, 

To make the jingling couplets meet, 
Attuning them with higher peg, 

This raſhly amputates a leg, 

That, ſtill more deſperate, lops the head. 


Mid pines coeval with the foil, 
Whoſe graſſy lap I lov'd to preſs, 
When wearied erſt with childiſh toil 
In Fancy's arms I ſunk to reſt, 

Behold yon cypreſs, o'er my tomb 
Ere long, with claſſie horrors dreſt, 
To caſt its venerable ſhade z 

And judge, my Friend, if this receſs 
Aught miſbecomes the penſive Muſe, 
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Who oft, at eve's impending gloom, 
Thro' wilds where pilgrim rarely ſtray'd, 
Expatiates all at large, and views 
The tranſient glare of human pride, 
Beauty and valor's baſeleſs truſt, 

By Fate ſoon level'd in the duſt, 

And realms of Hades drear and wide: 
Converſing here with ſtones and ſtocks, 
Far from Ambition's giddy maze, 

She her dread argument unlocks, 

And ſends this counterpart of Life 

To you, who, midſt th' aſpiring crowd 
Of Churchmen, negligent and proud, 
Graſping at ſecular dignities, 

Eager in worth alone to riſe, 

Are ſamewhat more than orthodox, 


& Allowing Bards their utmoſt ſcope,” 
With ſome emotion you reply ; 
Let not the vain intruders hope 
The King of Terrors to repell, 
« Or make his blunted arrows fly, 
Jo pierce the breaſt that rhimes ſo well 
N | « With 
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« With a leſs dread velocity. 

„When Sherlock paints the ſtruggling dev,” 
« The pallid corſe, the mourner's woes, 

« And all the attitudes of Death, 

«Tis in the ſober garb of proſe, 

Without one tinſel ornament. 

« If Chappelle and Bachaumont fail, 

« Whole veſſel Mirth, by Venus ſent, 

« Wafts to its bourn with proſperous gale; 


Or Ovid at Corinnna's feet, 


&« In allegoric ditty feels 
« The golden ſhafts, which Beauty ſteals 


From Vulcan's murderous armament ; 


The power of numbers ſoft and ſweet 


« May oft beguile the ſenſe of pain, 
« And to the Lover's eager arms, 
Dear fugitive, in all her charms 

« Invite Contentment back again, 
For themes like theſe alone rely 

« On thy four-footed minſtrelſy, 
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„Nor, thoughtleſs of the decent part, 
« Uſher Philoſophy, ſweet maid, 

« With unbecoming care array'd, 


In gorgeous robes and coxcomb art, 
„Like Saint in coat of Harlequin.“ 


Alas, to judge from outward dreſs, 
And thence diſtinguiſh as we ought 
Between the worldling's emptineſs, 
Or Sage, with juſt ideas fraught 
Of Death and Immortality, 

Requires a fund of penetration; 
The piety which ſome expreſs 

So oft proceeds from mere vexation, 
While others owe their diſſipation 
To rank inſenſibility. | 


The Perſian devotees, oppreſt 
With Superſtition's gloomy miſts, 
(All ages have their Methodiſts) . 
Plac'd a Death's-head before their gueſt; 
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At firſt, with horror and ſurprize, 

The boldeſt champions own'd their fright, 
And loath'd this unexpected ſight; 

In time the verieſt daſtards, grown 

Quite callous, ſcorn'd to feel or own 

One pang ; and while before their eyes 
This vile memento daily ſtood, 

With piety, like gloomy Monk, 

Hugging his crucifix of wood, 

The brutes grew cynically drunk. 


More gay were Ariſtippus' ſchemes, 
Who courts preferr'd to rural ſtreams, 
And, pleas'd to ſhare in Fortune's joys, 
With ſmiles receiv'd the welcome Dame; 
But, when ſhe ſtripp'd him of thoſe toys, 
He liv'd, and laugh'd, and died the fame, 


Yet ſure, amidſt each checker'd ſcene, 
Of- Life's ambiguous drama, wrought 
With chearfulneſs and mingled thought, 
Propitious Wiſdom bleſs'd his birth, 


Who 
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Who ſkilfully can ſteer between 
Democritus' unfeeling mirth, 

And Heraclitus' deep chagrin, 

And ſtill in Death's important hour, 
Whoſe ſable-banners rear'd on high, 
Summon him with reſiſtleſs power 
T' unalterable deſtiny ; 

From human ties prepar'd to part, 
In Virtue's philoſophic bower 

Can bare his boſom to the ſtorm, 
Smile at the Tyrant's lifted dart, 
And meet his rage in any form, 


Lo! at.the griſly Monarch's call, 
What ſhadowy forms of Beauty glide ! 
Here fade the glittering wreaths of Pride, 
There droops the falchion of the Brave; 
Each tongue conſpires his might to tell; 
Birth, fortune, titles, learning, al! 
In univerſal chorus ſwell | 
The conqueſts of th* unpitying grave. 


Such 
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Such conqueſts laſt not ever: — Hark! 
A voice more ſhrill than Seraph's lyre! 
Behold ! more radiant than the fire 
Blazing on Sinai's mount, a gleam, 
That, from Cimmerian manſions dark, 
Reſcues earth's joyful denizens: 
They lead to Jordan's holy ſtream, 
And thus the voice proceeds: Ye ſons 
“Of frail Mortality, whoſe thread 
“ Shrinks, by Death's icy fingers preſt, 
« When at your feaſts with thundering tread 
« He enters, an unbidden gueſt; 
« By dread Eternity diſplay'd 
« Above the ſtarry firmament, 
In yon vaſt balances are weigh'd 
« Your moral actions; — o beware, 
Nor fruſtrate Mercy's mild intent; 
% Mark what theſe adverſe ſcales expreſs, 
« Here mount to heaven the virtuous, there 
s Sink the vile heirs of wretchedneſs.“ 


Oft, 
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Oft, when by gloomy cares oppreſt, 
Or pale and drooping with diſeaſe, 
J felt Deſpair aſſail my breaſt, 
Still have I found thoſe doctrines beſt 
Such melancholy thoughts t' appeaſe, 
Which, from the manſions of the bleſt, 
Our great Redeemer, who, to ſave 
Millions of hopeleſs miſcreants, died, 
Proclaim'd, which, ſought by human pride, 
And daring ſophiſters in vain, 
With unexhauſted love he gave 
To grace the lowly hermit's cell: 
Oft did my foul exult again, 
Regardleſs of the pangs I caught 
Midſt Hervey's tombs, or Taylor's preſs 
Of fiends, with throats voracious fraught, 
Or Young's ſententious wretchedneſs, 
Hearing theſe Sacred Records tell 
Of future bliſs, or future woe, 
Proportion'd to our deeds below, 


WIN | Enough 
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Enough for me, I never trod 
Among the ſons of Cruelty, 
Among the Slaves who forge a Lie, 
Thoſe who from plighted Friendſhip ſtray, 
Or miſcreants who blaſpheme their God: 
Enough for me, life's little day 
In unimportant projects ſpent, 
Forbids to hope the Saint's reward, 
Or fear the Villain's puniſhment : 
Haply ſome gate of humbler bliſs 
Which gentle Mercy has not barr'd 
Againſt a wretch who did amiſs, 
Yet err'd not thro* malignity, 
May open to receive my ſoul ; 
Haply beneath ſome milder ſky 
Where no inclement fogs controll 
The ſun's bleſt influence, ſhall I find 
Thoſe whom I moſt reſpected here: 
By whoſe example taught t'unbind 
The thoughtful gloom, the brow ſevere z 
While on our board the Muſes ſmil'd, 


The flecting moments I beguil'd 
| With 
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With letter'd eaſe and decent mirth. 

Or meeting Vou, my good old Friend, 
Bid memory oft thoſe ſcenes attend 
Where we philoſophiz'd on earth. 


Vet, ere th' inevitable cave 
Of Death his tottering feet receive, 
Permit the vacant Bard to weave 
This Chaplet; where funereal bowers 
Of yew their baleful foliage wave, 
Mixing, with careleſs hand, the flowers 
Of Arcady; him, hovering near, 
Wild Fancy faſhions to her lure, 
Whiſpering ſoft ſomethings in his ear, 
As on the greenſwerd idly ſtretch'd 
(Worthleſs memorial) to his Friends - 
In an ingenuous mood he ſends 
This of himſelf, rude portraiture, 
With a fantaſtic pencil ſketch'd, 


Born with Ambition, to whoſe ſway 
Each meaner appetite had bow'd, 
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But that, envelop'd in the crowd, 

By finding every talent fail 

To arduous deeds, which marks the way, 
Or poiſes Wiſdom's ſteadier ſcale, 
His guardleſs youth ſoon fell a prey 
To Fiction's necromantic charms 3 
Who, ſtripping Reaſon of her arms, 
Beſide the margin of ſome lake, 

In meads where circling Fairies play, 
Preſented to his dazzled view, 

Nature, by artful Poets dreſt, 

In tinſel pomp and gorgeous veſt, 
With golden Mediocrity, 

And all ſuch paſtoral foppery, 

Till ſtrangely dreaming, while awake, 
He half believ'd th” illuſion true. 


Too frail to act a nobler part 
Amony the virtuous and the wile, 
Full oft his enthuſiaſtic heart 
Has felt the warmth of better days, 
And, ſpurning the mean votaries 


Of Caſuiſtry, whoſe altars blaze 


To 


: 
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To none but merit like their own, 

The product of mechanic art, 

Has bow'd to Cato's aweful name, 

And own'd at Freedom's vengeful throne, 
Second to none the Brutus name, 

Beheld a Phocion poor and old 

From the victorious camp retire _ 

To his low hut and ſcanty fire, 

And ſpurn the Macedonian gold. 

Snch were the deeds his ſoul approv'd, 
Such were the Patriots whom he wept : 
As oft profoundly has he ſlept 

By modiſh excellence unmov'd, 

While moon-ſtruck throngs in loud acclaim 
Re-echo'd Pitt's or Pulteney's name ; 

Or Preacher trite or Sonnetteer 

Treſpaſſing on the patient ear 

His theme ſtale Cynthia's virtues made, 
From midnight routs, whoſe haggard face, 
Diſtorted to a ſtrange grimace, 

Announc'd with ſanctify'd parade 


Her 
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Her never - ſullied chaſtity : 

Nor from the ſage Euſemnus' tomb, 
Where marble Angels, perch'd on high, 
Point to thoſe reams of holy ſtrife, 
Whoſe ſtudy nurs'd his rancorous gloom, 
The ſad employment of his life, 

Did he return in penſive flegm, 

To waſte a ſingle thought on them. 


In Epicurus' eaſy ſchool, 
Tho' oft with Crebillon he ſtray'd; 
Or with Le Sage's motley crew, | 
Where Friendſhip wont ſuch wonderous rule 
To bear in Fancy's realms, diſplay'd 
In lively colors to his view, 
The crafty knave, or bubbled fool, 
In her moſt ſpecious garb array'd: 
With undeliberating ſcorn 
(Sworn to no ſect) he ſtill ſurvey'd 
A doctrine which he felt untrue, 
And deem'd the wretch whoſe coward breaſt 
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Rankling with an eternal thorn, 
Admits Suſpicion's odious train. 
And makes vile Jealouſy its gueſt, 
Not undeſervedly oppreſt, 
By all that fell Alecto ſends, 
Of jilting Nymphs or treacherous Friends, 
Who, pictur'd in his aching brain, 
E' en when ideal broke his reſt. 


With failings, which t' enumerate here 
Would bear your patience down ; with crimes 
(By theſe moſt execrable rhimes 
Augmented) fitter for the ear 
Of you, his honor'd Confeffor, 

Than a promiſcuous drawing- room; 
Amidſt whoſe interrupted gloom 
Some half-form'd virtues ſtruggling gleam'd, 


Darkneſs and light at uſual war; 
To others? errors, as beſeem' d, 
Indulgent, conſcious of his own, 


He calmly heard Death's ſhafts reſound, 
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And near him aim the frequent wound; 
Nor fear'd, beneath the loathſome grave, 
In trackleſs paths and worlds unknown, 
Meeting that mercy which he gave. 


| [1767.] 
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Mis HARRIET BLOS SE. 


Gli angelici ſembianti nati in cielo 
Non fi ponno celar ſotto alcun velo. Axr1osro., 


6 'S AN the bleſt ſwains of Aſtrop pine, 
© When, crown'd with Amalthean horn, 
« Such ſavory cates, ſuch floods of wine, 


4 Such ſlaughter'd hecatombs of geeſe, 
« This * choſen feſtival t' adorn, 


Michaelmaſs day, annually commemorated at Aſtrop Wells, 
in Northamptonſhire. 


» 6 September, , 
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« September, bounteous God, preſents? 
% Heavens? what unuſual difcontents 

© Oferſhade theſe antient realms of Peace? 
« Pale Care fits thron'd on every brow ; 

« And they, who rarely thought till now, 
Rival with furrow'd look forlorn 

« Each old Philoſopher of Greece.“ 


In theſe light ſtrains exclaim'd ſome youth, 
Yet uninſtructed whence aroſe 
The ſigns he view'd of deepeſt woes, 
Curious to penetrate the truth. 
All ſtrove to anſwer ;—filence hung 
With leaden weight on every tongue, 
And teſtified exceſs of grief. 
Long had they paus'd, when from the Spring 
Its Genius (whom, as Poets ſing, 
Hygeia ſends to the relief 
Of ſickneſs) riſing, thus expreſs d 
The feelings that for utterance heav'd 
In every ſentimental breaſt ; 
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« Young ſtranger, whoſoe'er thou art, 
(For ſure it ought to be believ'd, 
Since in my pangs thou bear'ſt no part, - 
« Far from my ſource, in ſome bleak wild, 
«© Where Wit and Beauty never ſmil'd, 
*« Thou drew'ſt thy natal breath) attend, 

« And make our wretchedneſs thy own ; 
Not that yon lowering clouds impend, 
Not that we view theſe groves bereav'd 
« Of leafy honors, do we moan ; 

But that from theſe neglected ſhades, 

« Anticipating Winter's reign, 

« Fair Harriet flies; who, midſt the maids 
That haunt the margin of yon ſtream, 
« Winding along my fertile plain, 

40 Shone with unrival'd elegance; 

66 Of theſe unbidden tears, that force 
Their paſſage, ſhe, the conſciqus theme, 
« Flies, unrelenting as the wind, 

+ Nor caſts one pitying glance behind, 
To bid theſe meads a laſt adieu; 

« Hadſt thou beheld that eraceful eaſe 

« With which ſhe trod, in mazy dance, 


66 My 
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« My fragrant vales and woodbine bowers, 
« Slighting applauſe, ſecure to pleaſe, 
„When, votary of the rural Powers, 
She quitted Thames's banks, reſign'd 

« The ſtudied ornaments of dreſs, 

„% And look'd, and was, a Shepherdeſs, 
„Thou tao hadſt ſympathiz'd with theſe, 
« Whoſe ſmart excites thy gaiety. 
„Whether to term ſuch ignorance | ; 
„ Of this tranſcendent Fair, miſchance, | 
« Or bliſs, I heſitate ; beware 

« Raſhly the magic cup to ſhare 

« Of dangerous Senſibility, 

« That draught, to vulgar lips denied, 

Where in confuſion blended lie 

« Th extremes of pleaſure and of pain; 

„Hence all its baleful dregs to mils, | 
« Yet taſte the quinteſcence of bliſs, | 
Heaven's favorites, few alone attain, 

Love in a flight degree beguiles 

0 The ſtorms of Life's precarious tide z 

« But if too far: its Siren ſmiles 

„The guardleſs traveller bewitch, 

„ 14 « Head. 


— 


OY 


40 Headlong to ruſh into the ſnare, 5118 
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«« Urg*d on by Hope, beſet with Care, 
« Too late, ſolicitous to fly, 

« He feels it in its utmoſt pitch, 

% DiitraQtion all and agony.” 


He ended ; and the bubbling fount, 
Clos'd o'er his yenerable head, 
Firſt having bade me to recount 
To the dank vales and lowly cot, 
Where Fate aſſign'd my humble lot, 
The truths he ſpoke, the tears he ſhed, 


O, fornt'd to ſhine in every ſphere ! 
How ſhall the Paſtoral Muſe preſume 
To with. ingloriouſly confin'd 
A Nymph ſo fitted to adorn 
The court and ſplendid drawing-room, 


From an admiring nation's gaze, 
From ſcenes, where in full radiance blaze 
The beauties which adorn that mind, 


And animate 7hoſe features, here 
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Araid the pines, groteſque and rude, | 

O'erſhadowing this deep ſolitude? | 
Yet ſometimes deign to lay afide 
Theſe envied gaieties, nor ſcorn 

To viſit our forſaken rill. 


Old legend tells, on Ida's hill, 

With winged Hermes for their guide, 

Erſt to the Phrygian Shepherd's will 

Contending Goddefles applied, 

And, urging eagerly their ſuit, 

Tho! with each boon of Heaven endued, 

Oferjoy'd with the viciſſitude, 

Sought from his hand the golden fruit. 
Should you, like theſe, awhile forego 

The ſurer triumphs of your eyes, 

Thro' curioſity to know 

If aught of ancient taſte remains 

Among us ſimple Village Swains, 

And from our verdi& ſeek the prize; 

Boldly with an-applauding voice 

Should we decide, nor-fear, leſt Age, 


Or miſerable Enyy's rage, | BY 
BY Might 
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Might deem us biaſs d in our choice: 
Each ſnarling cenſor wwe defy 

Whoſe honeſt judgement Truth enſures 
Againſt that idle calumny, 

That, with a Venus' perſon caught, 
Minerva's wit we little ſought, | 
When either claim confirms it yours. 


Alas, in ſuch untutor'd plains, 
Ill can theſe ruſtic fingers hold 
A lyre, attemper'd to the ſtrains 
In which immortal Chaulieu told 
Of Turenne ſnatch'd from Victory's arms, 
Of Bethune's wiſdom, Bouillon's charms, 
And Steinkerque's memorable day: 
Indeed, like Orpheus magic ſong 
His drew no liſtening brutes along, 

But in a light and poliſh'd age, 
Which Science loy'd to call her own, 
When from the height of Louis“ throne 
She darted forth her broadeſt ray, 
Beſide the winding banks of Seine, 
Where blooms Pariſian elegance, 


He 
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He wove th' Epicurean page; 
Superior to the frowns of Chance, 

Tho' Time had ſilver'd o'er his head, 

The myrtle groves, the trim parterres, 

And fragrant jaſmine walks between, 

He tun'd his charming ſhell, while cares, 

And the wan forms of ſorrow fled, 

Soothing his audience with the flames 

Of mighty Chiefs and courtly Dames. 


How ſhall this hoarſe and ſcrannel flute, 
Regarded only by my flocks, 
That liſtening browſe yon thymy rocks, 
To ſuch high ſtop its ditties ſuit, 
As Harriet's ſelf may deign to hear? 
All hopeleſs I attempt to raiſe 
Strains that could ſooth your nicer ear, 
And utter in theſe Runic lays 
Accents uncouth, diſguſtful praiſe. 


Tho' on my moldering cottage wall, 
Perchance with momentary gleam, 
dome Muſe's kindlier influence fall; 


On the glad augury, in vain, 
My too aſpiring ſoul relies, 
And at your feet preſents the ſtrain, 


Th' inexorable Power denies 


Expreſſions worthy of my theme. 
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Natura beatis 
Omnibus eſſe dedit, ſi quis cognoverit uti. 
. CLavprany ' 


ResoLv'D to ſnatch the preſent hop 
Sacred to Chearfulneſs and You, 3 IHE 
Tho? dull November ſkies yet lour, 

From trivial converſe I retire, 

From joys on which the crowd attends; 

And, ſeated by a blazing fire, 


With diſtant admiration view, 
What 
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N What borrow'd attitudes expreſs 
| The rage of modiſh emptines. 


Lectur'd by thoſe conſiderate Friends, 
Whoſe vows are pour'd at Wiſdom's ſhrine 
More fervently than yours or mine, 

From idly tracing up and down 


Each Folly that beſets the Town, 
Or haunts the Cottage, I deſiſt, 
And, duely weighing in my thought 
Each maxim honeſt * Pangloſs taught, 
Commence an errant Optimiſt. 
| | Let the worn Beau of Anna's reign 
; | 


Rępeat what pleas'd in days of yore, 

C And act the Lover at fourſcore, 

| All tottering and convuls'd with pain. 
I Let cards (ordain'd to break the fence 
If Which kept inſipid uglineſs 

I Apart from beauty and from ſenſe) 


In Voltaire's Candide. 


Intrude 
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Intrude on meditation's gloom, 
Baniſh the Matron's ſober dreſs, 
And, paradox till now unheard! 
Make hoary age, no more rever'd, 
Sink unregarded to the tomb. 


Of old, as godly writers tell, 
When her unwelcome looking-glaſs 
Inform'd the antiquated Belle 
The triumphs of her charms were o'er, 
And every Lover fled the door, 
Conſcious how ſwift life's minutes paſs, 
She order'd up her graveſt pinners, 
Exchang'd brocade for decent furs, 
And mix'd with penitential ſinners: 
But now at Flavia's toilet, grac'd 
With ſuch refin'd diſplay of taſte 
As might become her grandaughters, 
Midſt Naples waſhes and carmine, 
Spadille, great potentate, is ſeen, 
With pomp to take his nightly ſtand ; 
Each eve, this idol to appeaſe, 
She daſhes from her palſied hand, 
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Unread, 
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Unread, Devotion's fervent ſtrain, 
Penn'd by old * Jeremy, Romaine, 
Or any greater Saint you pleaſe. 


| Meanwhile at Fortune's ſpacious table 
I take whatever ſeat I find, 
Accommodating ſtill my mind, 

To feed as well as I am able, 

Fond to perſuade each grumbling gueſt, 
The fare, which from her ſhaken urn 
This Queen of ſightleſs equity 
Chances at any time to turn, 
In undeniably the beſt. 

Haply your candor may incline 

To bid me the faint notes prolong, 

Since, ſcorning meanly to repine, 

Tho' the coy Nymphs of Pindus' hill 
Their much-requeſted aid deny, £ 
Self-ſooth'd, with accents harſh and ſhrill, 


I breathe an unambitious ſong. 


* Jeremy Taylor, 


Could 


E PISI T LI Iv. 129 


Could my invention ſoar on high 
With yours, together would we rove, 
And gleaning each neglected ſweet, 
From that imaginary grove 
Where Beauty and where Virtue meet, 
With blooming myrtle, Gallia's pride, 
Braid laurels from Ilyſſus' fide, 

And ſtrew the wreath at Plato's feet; 
Or tread Leucate's haughty brow, 
Where, mov'd with energy divine, 

In days of more heroic mold, 

Hopeleſs, yet reſolutely bold, 

The Lover pour'd at Phoebus ſhrine 

A laſt irrevocable vow, 

Nor fear'd to tempt the raging tide z 
Thence, while the big tear down her cheek 
Steals copiouſly, bid Nature ſpeak, 

And near the gulph where Sappho died, 
O'er the huge cliffs expos'd and bare, 
Erect the trophies of Deſpair. 


Such were the themes your voice approv'd; 
Nor ſhould faſtidious Fancy aſk 
' K A ſcope 


| 
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A ſcope more large, a nobler taſk, 
When, by each prejudice unmov'd, 
She dares to ſnatch from public hate, 
From the high Vulgar's empty ſcorn, 
Actions irregularly great, | 
Or ſentiments that might adorn 
Lyceum's archives, ere in duſt, 
With brutal ſhouts, an impious band 
The towers of fam'd Erectheus laid; 
And where the Patriot's aweful buſt 
Had dignified the palmy ſhade, 
The Turkiſh creſcent flam'd.—To cloſe 
My batfled ſoul's aſpiring views, 
See Boreas comes with frozen hand, 
And while yon altar of the Muſe 
With kindled incenſe blazes, throws, 
To damp it, Winter's ſickly dews, 


Yet, tho* unbrac'd, my torpid lyre 
Denies to breathe one tuneful note, 
Tho' in theſe leafleſs ſhades the throat 
Of Philomel, with all the quire 
Of feather'd harmoniſts, is mute, 
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And tempeſts rage, tis you alone, 

I aſk no other aid, can ſuit 

My ſpirits to ſome livelier tone: 
Come then, and, to induce you more, 
Meliſſa will with ſmiles attend 

To welcome her expected friend; 

And haply from Italia's ſhore 
Returning, virtü's choiceſt ſtore 

Will —— import; or He, whoſe ſoul 
With letter'd elegance refin'd 

Brings Ariſtippus to our mind, 
While the ſwift hours unheeded fly, 
Mix with the circulating bowl 

His unconſtrain'd feſtivity, 


While thus to our obſcure receſs 
The ſocial Pleaſures wing their way 
In calm tranquillity, I bleſs 
Theſe howling blaſts and fleecy ſnows, 
Inclement Winter's dread array, 
Convinc'd that all is for the beſt : 
Since Friendſhip's ſtream unfrozen flows, 


Unlike the giddy throngs we find, . 
K 2 Whoſe 
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Whoſe wiſhes float with every wind, 
- Gladly can I thoſe pleaſures ſpare 
With which tumultuous cities ring, 
And much prefer this chilling air 
To all the vaunted flowers of Spring. 
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Mis MARY INGRAM. 


D'une charmante reverie 
Subit deja Vaimable loi; 
Les bois, les vallons, les montagnes 
Toute la ſcene des campagnes 
Prend une ame & $'orne pour moi. GRESSET. 


To lofty ceilings, fretted walls, 

Where Verrio's happieſt tints are ſhewn, 
And the young Pleaſures fix their throne, 
Your light feet mark the feſtive way, 
And as the dance, or choral ſong, 

In its alternate ſeries calls, 
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Glide ſwift thro” the fantaſtic maze, 
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Oft mingling with the ſocial throng 
You triumph innocently gay: 

The pictur'd ſcenes appear to breathe ! 
Where'er you tread, in wanton play 
The' ſmiling Graces ever nigh, ; 

Or hovering o'er delighted gaze, 

And from the purple canopy 

Strew many an amaranthine wreath, 

While each month wears the garb of May. 


Should my benumb'd and frozen rhime 
Intrude amidſt your dreſſing- room, 
And, borrowing from this miſty clime 
Some obſolete morality, 

Over the toilet caſt a gloom, 

For you to read the lecture thro), 

So melancholy all and true, 

However {ſtrict civility 

Might force a ceremonious ſpeech, 
Were ſomewhat more than Siſterly; 
Not Friendſhip's teſt ſo far can reach. 


1 come 
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I come not as the modiſh Saint, 
O'erfed with veniſon yeſterday, 
Who now on water-gruel faint 
Exhorts his flock to faſt and pray; 
The readers of my motley page 
With allegoric cant to win, 
Likening the world to fome vile inn, 
Life to a doleful pilgrimage. 


My verſe in gentler meaſure flows, 
It blaſts no chaplet on your head ; 
Nor, while Delight her flowerets ſtrews, 
Grown a moroſe Philoſopher, | 
To each refin'd ſenſation dead, 
Shall I with impious tongue aver 
The conqueſts which your ſteps attend 
Are the ſame pictur'd fallacy 
With double ſuns, reſplendent ſhowers, 
Soft airs of muſic, myrtle bowers, 
Which erſt Urganda's magic aid 
Bade on the dreary heath deſcend, 
To comfort ſome fond Nymph betray'd, 
* | K 4 While 
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While ſuch a groupe of captive ſwains, 


Hopeleſs as Iphis, on yon plains, 
Can witneſs their reality. 


Since the attention which you give 
To all that intereſts me here, 
Aſks a ſhort hiſtory how I live, 
And thro' November perſevere 
In ſolitude, while falling leaves 
Strew the brown earth, no converſation. 
But ſheep, or, burſting from on high, 
The plaints of that loud rookery: 
The Genius of my natal hour, 
Tho' penſive oft, who rarely grieves, 
From his dark feat, yon ivied tower, 
Whoſe bulwarks rent ſpeak deſolation, 
Your wiſh'd commands with pride receives, 
With pride his artleſs ſtory weaves, 
And thus proceeds with the narration : 


Where ſcarce the barren field ſupplies 
A ſtunted thorn, or blade of graſs, 


To its delighted owner's eyes 
Behold 
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Behold the Painter's mimic art, 
Selecting objects as they paſs, 

Bids an amuſive landſcape riſe, 

Tho' he from nature muſt not part, 
Caught by each vague embelliſhment, 
Yet ſketching on the topmoſt rock 

The browſing goat, thoſe ſteeps between 
Some hoary Sage with brows intent, 

Or Shepherd piping to his flock, 

He forms an intereſting ſcene. 


Thus, when in Winter's gloomy hour 
Bright Flora ſhuns theſe waſted plains, 
Tho' not a violet re mains, 

And woodbines wither round the bower ; 
Station'd in this obſcure retreat, 

Where oft my ſylvan altars blaze, 
Unmindful of the falling fleet, 

Th' eternal cloud of ſhortening days, 

I ſummon Fancy's agile throng 

Their deathleſs pages to unfold, 

And in ſome wonderous legend old 

Of imagery ſublime and ſtrong, 
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To carry me to thoſe bleſt years, 
Sooth'd by aerial muſic's ſound, 

While Fawns and Satyrs gambol'd round, 
When Virgins flept devoid of fears, 

No peſt approach'd the Fairy ground. 


Over the hamlet's guileleſs race 
The Virtues long preſerv'd their reign, 
Long did their board mild Temperance grace: 
Till ifluing, fraught with martial pride, 
From conquer'd India, from the fide 
Of Ganges, by the ſlaves of gain 
Yet unpolluted, Bacchus? car 
Reach'd Araby's exulting plain; 
And as unnumber'd tribes from far 
Haſted to greet the victor God, 
Now at th' aſcent of Niſa's hill, 
His harneſs'd tigers ſlack' d their ſpeed, 
Obedient to their maſter's will; 
Mid thouſands proſtrate at his feet, 
Hymning each great and generous deed; 
Then vaulting. from his trophied ſeat, _ 
With conſcious dignity he trod, b Fo 
"Sb And 
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And rais'd his potent thyrſus high, 
Adown the ſummit opening wide, 
Guſh'd the rich wine in purple tide; 

All hail'd the preſent Deity. 

Scarce had the crowds aſwag'd their thirſt 
With copious draughts, in hour accurſt, 
When ſwift around the ſacred mount 
Diſtruſt and Rage, and Horror ran, 
Heeding no more the limpid fount, 
Each quaff d, till his diſorder'd ſoul 
Rued the dire beverage, new to man, 
And madneſs center'd in the bowl. 


Indeed the ſplendors of a court 
Are mighty foreign to mf theme; 
Nor dares the wanton Muſe here ſport, 
Indulging that ecſtatic dream, 

Which Metaſtaſio's ſcenes invite, 

When the full Opera's pomp diſplays 
All that can either ſenſe delight, 

To ſooth the ear, or fix the fight ; 

Bleſt notes, which in the wane of Time, 
When Art diffus'd her evening rays, 
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Unchill'd by a ſeverer clime, 
Harmony, dear enchantreſs, bore. 
From Tiber's realms to Albion's ſhore, 


Yet when Jove's edicts thence were given, 
Each ſcion of Dodona's oaks, 
Which, ſacred from the woodman's ſtrokes, 
Pour'd forth ſpontaneous melody, 
Might ſure triumphantly have ſtriven 
With any modulated found 
On which the ſons of Art rely; 
Nor, were the tomb of Memnon found 
Impregnated by ſolar heat 
With ſtrains unutterably ſweet, 
Could all Giardini's pfoſperous ſkill, 
Touching the chords with energy, 
Or Zamparini's vocal trill, 
With muſic's ancient efforts vie. 


Gods, how the leflening palace ſhrinks! 
How fade all trophies of the great ! 
When, glancing o'er the moſſy brinks 
Of gentle ſtreams that murmuring glide, 
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The mental eye enraptur'd ſprings, 
And re-aflerts an empire wide, 
Beyond the reach of annaliſts, 
Obſerving what a modeſt ſtate 
Diſtinguiſh*d Egypt's Shepherd-Kings; 
Nor from the pleaſing ſearch deſiſts, 
Till, mounting near Aſtrea's throne, 
I call the golden age my own; 
The Prince ſecure from public hate, 
Scorning by cords of fear to draw 
Th' unwilling Slave with looks aſkance, 
Than Conſcience aſk'd no other law, 
No canopy but Heaven's expanſe. 


Like fond Ixion, when the charms 
Of Juno, form'd with every grace, 
Approach'd, till, ſeiz'd with eager arms, 
A cloud eluded his embrace 
Amid the grandeur of this ſcene, 

Whoſe ſlight pavilions reſt on air, 
I feel cold Hiſtory intervene, 

And o'er th' unfiniſh'd taſk deſpair; 
With raven-croak J hear her tell, 
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That, 
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That, buried deep in Minos' urn, 
Such bleſſings never can return, 
While on this nether globe we dwell. 


Meaſuring the future by the paſt, 
On rapid pinions born aloof, 
Fancy, out- ſtripping Eurus' blaſt, 
Spite of the critic's harſh reproof, 
Tranſports me to another world, 
Midſt modes of being yet untried; 
While to her banners thus unfurP'd, 
Exulting denizens of air, 
A thouſand Elves and Fays repair : 
And where the paths of bliſs divide, 
Meeting long abſent Friends, whoſe worth 
] erſt regretted, ſnatch'd from earth, 
And haply, uncompell'd to join 
In Pſalms which I could never fing, 
Unmoyv'd I view the flight of time 
Planted in Virgil's temperate clime, 
Converſe with Bards and Sages old, 
Whoſe names thro' Glory's archiyes ring, 
On adamantine plates enroll'd, 


EPISTLE . 143 


And reſt where planes and beeches twine 
Their branches o'er the cryſtal ſpring. 


On proper ſeaſons much depends ; 
At other moments ſummon'd here, 
The Muſe, whoſe artleſs finger blends 
Chaplets that grac'd the Sabine field, 
With thoſe Loire's fragrant vallies yield, 
Perhaps might ſooth your candid ear: — 
But every ſpell has loſt its power; 
For lo at the appointed hour 
The punctual chairmen wait your call 
So, having ſkimm'd my pages o'er, 
This laſt, more long than all before, 
You bid them haſten to the ball. 


[1770,] 
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Jai ElevE ma voix en faveur des droits de l'humanitẽ, 
& cependant je n'ai jamais excedẽ meme les bornes de 
cette vertu. Je penſe que Dieu eſt ni Preſbyterien ni 
Lutherien, ni de la baſſe ni de la haute Egliſe : Dieu 
eſt le pere de tous les hommes. VoLTAIRE. 


Fin u on its baſis, thro' that age 
Which, ſacred from the ſceptic's rage, 
Stands chronicled as primitive, 

The Faith remain'd, each various mode 
Of worſhip to Heaven's calm abode 
Its unmoleſted followers led ; 


- What tho? our Zealots can arrive 


More ſwiftly thither, fince on high 
Preſumptuous Orthodoxy's head 

Was rear'd, and gave the nations law; 
Th' Apoſtles only wont to preach 
Doctrines of Chriſtianity, 

Nor ſubjected by ſervile awe | 
Their converts, nor by Codes, and Creeds, 
And Articles on Teſt-Acts pil'd, 

Th' humble and credulous beguil'd ; 
But, ſighting all parade of ſpeech, 
Enforc'd their ſyſtem by their deeds. 


While holy dignities enſur'd 
Great labor, ſmall emolument, 
Biſhops and Preſbyters endur'd, 
Without a frown of diſcontent, 
Notions which. neither ſtrove to ſmother, 
Each faction amicably pent 
In the ſame ſheep-fold lov'd its brother : 
Such harmony remain'd not long; 
With boundleſs ſcope in later times 
Firſt wealth aroſe, with wealth all crimes, 

L Pride, 
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Pride, avarice, murder, forc'd a vents 
And ſecret fraud and open wrong. 


His hands diſtain'd with kindred blood, 
From Pagan ſhrines which ſteam'd deſpair, 
Fancying ſtrange viſions in the air, / 
Pale Conſtantine for refuge fled, 

And at the Chriſtian altar ſtood, 
Cruſhing the idols of his fire: 
Virtue lay mute, Opinion ſpread 
Her wavering plumage o'er the realm, 
As Cæſar's edicts back'd their ire, 
Buy turns each ſect uſurp'd the helm; 
The vanquiſh'd (whom, time out of mind, 
Branded as heretics we find 
In all religions) ſhrunk with dread, 
While Athanaſius? ruthleſs hand, 
11.178 Hurling damnation o'er the land, 
1 Brandiſh'd his torch of hallow'd fire, 
| 1178 As execrations blaz'd around, 
| Applauding Prelates hail'd the wound. 


Serene 
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Serene armid ſuch party rage, 
Calixtus in his gentler page 
Urg'd peace, unheeded; falſely brave 
Thoſe miſerable Saints, at ſtrife 
With every art that ſoftens life, 
Unpitied ſaw his hoary age 
Drooping with ſorrow to the grave: 
Then Perſecution's giant arm 
Planted her trophies cer his duſt, 


And the dark monaſtery's vile ſwarm, 


Sated with gore their holy luſt, 


Why on Byzantium's annals pore, 
For zeal difplay'd in blackeſt deeds 
By furious Catholics of yore; 
When Inconſiſtency, who needs ; 
No ſtated form, no myſtic page, 
Her willing votaries to beguile, 
From reign to reign, from age to age, 
Boaſted the empire of our 1fle ? 


Paſs we the term of Gothic night, 
When he who raſhly dar'd to think, 
" "* RY Standing 


248 B Q Oo K 1. 


Standing on danger's utmoſt brink, 
Was deem'd by each aſtoniſt'd wight 
Some wizzard converfant with hell; 
Nor, a malignant charge to fwell, 
Tho' numerous inſtances are nigh, 
Will I expatiate on the time 


Of croſiers grappling with the crown, 


Whence Becket's murder, Henry's. crime, 


John ſhuddering at the Papal frown; 
Nor Mary's hated annals name, 
Stain'd with domeſtic. cruelty, 

And every brand of foreign ſhame. 


Fair union promis'd better days, 
Blending the Thiſtle with the Roſe, 
And Charles's favor'd: brows t' incloſe 
With happieſt auſpices, the-crowns, 
Too long divided, join'd their rays; 


Peace ſmil'd from Heaven; but Zeal, who drowns 
With clamorous trump the ſtill ſmall voice 


Of Reaſon, on the royal breaſt 
Her ſanguinary rage impreſs'd, 


_ Fremoting Laud, deteſted choice! - . . 


Pomp 
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Pomp rang'd his pageantry, a race 

Of caſſock d ſlaves, with ſhameleſs face, 
Echoed their Patron's ſtern command; 
Thro' Caledonia's hardy land, 

Inſatiate for augmented ſway, 
Epiſcopacy's chains he plann'd; 

They who, unſhaken by control, 
Maintain'd their country's holy fices, 
The decent worſhip. of their - fires, 
Spurning theſe trammels of the. ſoul, 
Injur'd, yet hopeleſs of redrefs, 

Fled to the howling wildernets, 

Or ſunk in gloomy dungeons lay, 

Loſt to the chearing beam of day z 

Till Vengeance ſmote his matred pride, 
While he in that diſtrefsful hour, | 
Leſs griev'd to part with life than power, 
By a plebeian verdict died. 


Since ruin cruſh'd the Stuart name, 
Vile phantoms, boafting right divine; 
Lov'd by Naſſau and Brunfwick's line, 


Roſe Toleration's ſteady claim, 
: E 3 Tho? 
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Tho! ancient rancor ſtill remain'd; 
Unleſs by civil laws maintain'd, 

Elſe vanquiſh'd Truth had left the field, 
Theology's imperious ſwarm 

Their narrow tenets loth to yield, 
Burſt forth jn that impetuous ſtorm, 
While Wiſdom's adamantine ſhield, 
Skreen'd from the terrors of their rage, 
High in the chronicles of fame, 

A Clarke, and Hoadly* 8 liberal page, 
Whoſe nervous energy defin'd 

The _ of virtue and mankind, 


Stern Convocations threat no more ; 
Oblivion, wrap them in thy ſhroud ! 
And half the mighty ſpoils are o'er 
Of Caurts Eccleſiaſtical, 

Where Prelates fearleſsly avow'd 
Their ſcorn of ſtatutes literal, 

And in defiance of the throne, 
Promulging pandects of their own, 
Craftily led the fetter'd crowd. 


Content 
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Content to ſtrike at humbler game, 
Wounding no more the ear of Kings 
With unharmonious notes of blame, 
Meaſuring to David's harp the lays 
Of dark conceit and fulſome praiſe, 
Epiſcopacy imps her wings, 

And tho! to ſtated limits bound, 
Reſtleſs and arrogant of ſoul, 

Attempts the diſtant Indian goal, 

Big with triumphant hopes around 
Stretching her ſway from pole to pole. 
Yet, tho' a Sherlock's proud demands, 
Or poſthumous and hidden ſchemes 
Of Secker, urge o'er ſubject lands 
To realiſe. their golden dreams; 
Remote America's domain 

May Freedom's holy radiance bleſs, 
And as at this auſpicious hour, 

Ever may Britiſh hearts diſdain 
Plans which exalt the few to power 
By plunging nations in diſtreſs, 
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The Muſe, in ſober veſtment clad, 
No longer to Caſtalia's ſtream, 
Or Berecynthian orgies mad, 
Extends th' unprofitable theme: 
Amidſt a diſſipated age, 
The bays, that with ſpontaneous bloom 
Riſe to encircle * Aſhley's tomb, 
Anxious I guard from Envy's rage, 
May thy ſucceſsful toil attain 
The arduous ſummit of yon hill, 
Where Toleration's modeſt. fane 
Stands boſom'd in the cedar's gloom ; 
With decent grace on all around, 
The Goddeſs beams her heavenly ſmile, 
In converſe where the floping ground 
Drinks fragrance from the gentle rill, 
Is many a Sage and Patriot found, 
Whoſe labors rear'd th' immortal pile. 
Thy worth, thy firmneſs, early known, 
Have merited ; nor thou diſdain 
The tribute of a moral ſtrain, 
While, unſupported and alone, 

The Earl of Shaftefbury, 


Yet 
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Vet wrapt in old Utopian days 
Studious of nought but honeſt fame, 
To thee, by ſyſtems ynconfin'd, 
Who with enlarg'd and liberal mind 
Seek ſt truth, I dedicate theſe lays, 
Conſcious of an exalted aim. 
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Orr as I drank the heavenly ſounds, 
Near Peneus ever fond to ſtray, 
I proudly ſought the lyric bay 
Where moſt it flouriſh'd, in the bounds 
Of Leſbos and the myrtle groves, 
Echoing the plaint of Sappho's loves, 
| | Or 


E PIS'T LA vi 155 


Or wav'd its foliage o'er the bowl 

That warm'd Anacreon's frozen age, 

Or form'd a wreath for Pindar's brow, 
High on Olympia's fam'd alcoves, 
Urging with emulative rage 

Th' elated victor's fondeſt vow, 

Whoſe fiery ſteeds ſurpaſs the goal. 


May happier Bards the laurel gain; 
Be Wiſdom's plantane branch my prize: 
In evener numbers this cold ſtrain' 
Wafts no Europa o'er the main, 

Nor counts Barine's perfidies. 

While thus I ſeek her ſolemn fane, 
Quitting light Mirth's inconſtant train, 
Let not Philoſophy refuſe 

To animate my groveling ſtrain, 

And raiſe to-nobleſt aims my views, 


Th' hiſtoric Muſe's ample field, 
Amidſt whoſe paths, by time conceal'd, 
With happier ſearch your feet have trod, 
Io you ſo clearly has reveal'd 


Each ancient Sage and Demi-god, 

With whom, in equal balance, weigh'd 
Julians and Seipios of our days, 

(Shame on the panegyrift's trade) 

Light as the duſt their chariots raiſe, 
Emerge not from Oblivion's ſphere, 
That I prefume not to detain 

Your moments with a tedious ſtrain, 
Yon holy bowers which Numa rear'd, 

I need not court you to revere, 

Nor will my Friend capricious deem 
Thoſe anxious labors ill repay'd, 

When Science meets you near the ſtream, 
Where, ſlighting empire” s vain PRs 
Good Antoninus erſt appear d. 


Xenocrates' refiftleſs tongue, 
While Athens with applavſes rung, 
Exhorted the attentive youth, 
Who in their maſter's conduct ſought, 
The pattern of whate*er he taught, 
When Polemor, yet fluff d with wine, 
Studious of pleaſure more than truth, 


Enter'd 
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Enter'd with arrogant deſgn: 

Th' abaſh'd relenting boy turn'd pale, 
Felt his impetuous ſpirits fail, 

Of folly's enſigus much atham'd, 

The roſes from his hair unbound, 

And ſtrew'd his chaplet on the ground, 
As reaſon gain'd his better ſoul. _ 
Tho' Greece's ruins we deplore, 
Her fanes, her porticos no more, 
Did Virtue forfeit ſuch control, 
Or have her powers remain'd unclaim'd, 
For days of barbarif too great? 

Oer each inhoſpitable chme, 

Mid? all the ravages of time, 

Unrival'd ſhe maintains her ſtata. 


Ev'n here has Wiſdom fix d her throne ; 
Locke roſe, a Plato of our own: | 
Candor, whoſe aid I oft invoke, 

Shrinks to compare theſe: Sages? fates ; 
Skreen'd by a Tyrant's foſtering hand, 
The Grecian roam'd to diſtant ſtates, 


And where proud Dennis held command, 
His 
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His ſyſtems plann'd, unchill'd by fear, 
While, ſeeming to remove the yoke, 
Oppreſſion paus'd in her career, 

And Slaves grew Patriots as he ſpoke. 
On him of Freedom's vaunted land, 
Our Oxford (fo ordain'd the Powers, 
Not thoſe of Heaven, but Charles's Court, 
Where brutal rapine lov'd to port). + | 
Infix'd an arbitrary brand, 

And drove this exile from her bowers, 


Behold the wrecks of Bacon's pride; 
Cenſur'd, degraded, and forlorn, 
At length he 'ſcap'd the boiſterous tide, 
And in ſure havens refuge found, 
While to Ambition's rankling wound 
Philoſophy applied the balm, 

And tells to ages yet unborn, 
How far th' unſullied evening's calm 
Excell'd the radiance of his morn. 


In Speculation's lofty tower, 
The choſen few maintain their ſeat, 
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And if malignant Fortune lower, 
Born to defy the gathering ſtorm, 
With ſmiles her utmoſt fury meet, 
Can face Deſtruction's horrid form, 
And trample on the chains of Feat; 
Such heights I aſk not, yet revere 
Thoſe ſpirits of etherial fire. 

But o, ye Muſes, whoſe retreat 
Full oft allur'd my devious feet, 
Say, did I come a thankleſs gueſt, 
Beneath your ſhade to vent my pains, : 
And weary your indignant choir, 
With doleful elegiac ſtrains? 

For me the lucid fount ſtream'd by, 
I breath'd no curſes on its tide, 

My beeches ſpread their vernal pride 
With love-lorn ditties unimpreſt, 
Nor labor'd Echo with a ſigh. 


One while I view'd in Ovid's page 
Rivers of milk and neQar flow, 
Each mark of Paradiſe below, 

Or, ſhuddering o'er Lycaon's feaſt, 
be Bewail'd 
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„ Averted if the heifer bleed; 


On life's laſt verge, his Genius bends 


(So mean Octavius could reward 
The Poet who emblaz'd his fame) 


. 


Bewail'd the dire eſtects of rage, 

The man transform'd into the bealt ; 
Then, led by that Humanity 

Whoſe juſt renown ſhall never die, 
On which his Muſe erects her claim, 
Of every feeling heart approv d, 
Above the Critic's peeviſh blame, 
Imbib'd what he of Samos mo d? 

« Celeſtial eyes abhor the deed, 


« Remote from murder, guilt and fear, 
„In vegetable banquets join, 

And conſecrate a purer ſhrine, 

« With ſongs that Heaven might ſtoop to hear,” 
Thus, following Sulmo's gentle Bard, 

Whom ſweet Variety attends, 
Wiſdom by all the Graces dreft, 
With gentler influence' ſways the breuſt: 
But ah! when, plung'd in Geta's ſnows, 


"+ 


Beneath accumulated woes; 


With 
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With altercations -I proceed, 
And ſcarce that lyre eſcapes my blame, 
Which fail'd him in his greateſt need. 


Tis ſomething to behold unmov'd, 
How fares Ambition's deſperate game; 
To-day the Patriot ſtands approv'd, 
Remorſeleſs Fiends to-morrow tear 
The cancel'd records of his fame 
Scattering his trophies in the air; 
While on the bays of Pindus' mount, 
Refreſhing Zephyrs ever breathe, 

No torrent ſtains the cryſtal fount, 
Nor dares ſtern winter's nipping froſt, 
Deſpoil the flowery meads beneath: 
Tho? Milton's trumpet, loud and clear, 
Oft vibrate on the raptur'd ear, 
Gentler accompaniments ſound, 
Nor is the lute of Waller loſt, 
In his ſuperior magic drown'd. 
Favorite of Genius and Renown, 
The daring youth, by Heaven inſpir'd, 
With nobleſt emulation fir'd, 

914 | M Undaunted 
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Undaunted leaps th' obſtructing mound, 
Alone aſcends the ſlippery hill, 

And ſnatches an unfading crown ; 

Yet, think not his ſucceſs alarms 

The Swain beſide yon purling rill, 

No envious fears his breaſt aſſail, 
Studious of nature's modeſt charmis, 
Who gathers panſies in the date, 


: Unequal to the Stateſman's toil ; 
Too vain thoſe groveling arts to prize 
Buy which ſecurer fortunes riſe, 


The Poet's ſpirits oft recoil, 

If call'd to ſhare his country's woes, 
Or look with firmneſs on his own: 
But let not arrogance deſpiſe; 

In humbler life's unmix'd repoſe, 


The Mule who bleſt his natal hour, 


For theſe privations can atone ; 

While human follies round him ſport, 
With open brow, untaught to lour, 
Each harmleſs pleaſure can he court, 
And feel its momentary power ; 


- 
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Not deep immers'd in earthly ſcenes, 
He liſtens to the day's vain tale, 
Wafted oh India's ſpicy gale, 

Or coin'd in Britain's liberal mint ; 
Meanwhile on Pindus' mount he gleans 
Flowers yet unſoil'd, whoſe vivid tint 
Eſcap'd the ſearch of common eyes, 
And joyful bears away the prize; 
The various characters earth holds 
Conſpicuous forth to view, beguile 
His hours unheeded as they flow; 
With mild emotions he beholds 
Paſſions which merit Bruyere's ſmile, 
But not the. frowns of Rochefoucault. 


Full many are the paths which lead. 
Thro' Life's perplexing wilderneſs ; 
The creeping bramble, noiſome weed, 
Here darken an uncultur'd ſcene, ' 
There Flora in her brighteſt dreſs 
Sheds fragrance o'er the painted green: 
All have their taſtes ; — yon Pilgrim's ſtate 


To me, I own, appears more bleſt, 
0 M 2 Than 
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Than his who guides the ſtubborn ſhoot, 
Ordain'd to clear each lurking peſt, 
And watch, like Argus, o'er the fruit: 
In friendleſs wilds alone and late, 

The one, oft harraſs'd, ſinks to reſt; 
But when Hyperion's glittering beams 
Again the face of Heaven adorn, 
Exulting he ſalutes the morn, 

And chearfully purſues his way 


O'er rugged hills and ſhelving dales, 
Now on the banks of murmuring ſtreams 
In meditation ſee him ſtray, 

Or underneath the cedar's gloom, 
Where every Zephyr wafts perfume, 
Sit to receive, the noontide gales, 

And pluck the roſe's fragrant ſpray : 
The other heeds no cheering ſongs 
When Philomel her notes, prolongs, 
For him the uſeleſs branches bend. 
Beneath Pomona's gifts, the plain 

Is deck'd with aſphodel in vain : 

Theſe beauties how ſhall he attend? 
His thoughts engrofs'd with other taſk, 


Anx1ous 
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Anxious leſt henbane's deadly ſeed 
From yonder brake ſhould taint the mead, 
Or the deſtruQtive adder baſk. 


Thus may I rove in Wiſdom's ſhade, 
A mean unconſequential gueſt, 
Happy if Truth accept my aid 
Her ſons are rous'd by Freedom's voice, 
With ſyſtems to confine their choice 
Were a preſumption I deteſt, 
What joy diſcordant ſects to blend! 
In my conciliating ſong 
May Epicurus be more ſtrong, 
And Zeno's doctrines leſs ſevere; 
Remote from Party's frantic throng, 
While to benign Inſtruction's tongue, 
I liſten with attentive ear. 
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INCONSISTENCY, 
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RICHARD MOLAND, Efq. 


Quod petiit, ſpernit; repetit quod nuper omiſit; 
Eſtuat, ac vitæ diſconvenit ordine toto. Hock, 


D , 


LIrrLE acquainted with the uſe 
Of myſtic genealogy, 

Loft attempted to deduce 

The birth of Inconſiſtency; 

Whether, like Venus, from the main, 
In beauteous pride ſhe firſt aroſe ; 

Or from our atmoſphere, whence ſnows, 


And heavy miſty, and drizzling rain, 
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Us ſpleen- ſtruck iſlanders involve, 
Deſcended to mankind a peſt, 

Clad in ſome wizzard's tatter'd yeſt, 
My Muſe yet heſitates to ſolve. 


Howe'er ſuch empire was obtain'd 
Is immaterial, ſoon it grew; 
Her ſons, in ſpeculation few, 
(Whoſe wild opinions were reſtrain'd 
By tyrants much, by bigots more,) 
Still by their deeds confirm'd her reign, 
When Saxon, Norman, Pi& and Dane, 
Alternately pur Albion tore, 


And all her champains ſtream'd with gore: 


Each Roſe with momentary pride 
Expanded oft its rival hue, 

Earth from her inmoſt boſom figh'd 
Such ſcenes of ruthleſs hate to view. 


If battles ceas'd, the Tudor line 
Were frantic in religious broils: 
Turn'd a polemical Divine, 
Henry neglected public toils @ 
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To model faith; in this alone, 
We grant, with dignity employ'd; 
Had not his jealoùs rage deſtroy'd 
The matchleſs bloom of Bolleyn's charms, 
And, circling his deteſted throne 


With racks and dungeons, forg'd thoſe arms, 


Whence in his Bigot Daughter's hand, 
Multiplied terrors ſhook the land, 


Let him who barters much far fame, 
Nor reckons its precarious date, 
Learn from the view of Cromwell's fate, 
How changeable the mightieſt name; 
Torn like a cedar from its baſe, 
In glory's mid career he fell; 
His fad funereal pomp to grace, 
Each Poet ſtruck the chorded ſhell, 
His Country's Genius o'er his biep 
Shed many an unavailing tear, 
The general agony to ſwell ;— 
Ere long triumphant o'er his duſt, 
Detraction ſtrode, unmoy'd by fear; 
South in quaint Sermons wreak'd his ire, 
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And Clarendon denounc'd « Hell- fire; 
To ſooth the Courtiers' pride then ſeem'd 
His trophies plung'd in endleſs night: 
Daring at length to judge aright, 
Poſterity hath well redeem'd 

His memory ; with applauding hands 
Before his tomb Britannia ſtands, 

And, frowning, conſecrates his buſt 
Midit thoſe who, uniformly brave, 
Weathering the ſtorms of arduous times, 
With many virtues, feweſt crimes, 

Have worn the ſpoils which conqueſt gave. 


Domeſtic wars were heard no more ; 
And Albion, bleſt with gentler reigns, 
Experienc'd thro? her feſtal plains 
Riches and peace, unknown before: 
Our Politicians, thankleſs race, 

Who, rather than in quiet doze, 
Would ranſack ev'n the moon for foes, 
And all their earthly tranſports place 
In real or imagin'd woes, 

Beheld us firſt to Auſtria join'd, 
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And next with Brandenburgh engag'd ; 
Yet, floating ſtill with every wind, 
How beſt Power's balance to diſpoſe, 
In Faulkland's iſle ſaw golden mines, 
For Corſica's bleak mountains rag*d, 
Diſpute as foreign to this realm 

As broils of Guelphs and Ghibelines :- 


But wiſer counſels ſteer'd the helm. 


The public ceaſes to require 
Our Stateſmen ; like Dictators old, 
Theſe Cincinnatuſes retire, 
Their ſlighted Lares to behold, 
Once happy manſions of their Sire; 
This turypikes, that canals, deſigns, 
And interſects his neighbor's plains, 
With Brindley's navigable lines ; 
He, whoſe ſuperior elegance 
Deſpiſes wharfs and broad-wheel wains, 
Fancying improvements, o'er yon vale 
Conducts the ſtagnant lake's expanſe 
With deadlier damps to taint the air, 
Or, open to the northern gale, 


Eres 
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Erects alcoves on ſummits bare; 
Meanwhile, with equal judgement plac, 
His new-built manſion ſtands ſublime; 
Within, the vaſt ſaloon appears, 

By many a marble ſtatue grac'd, 

And many an oozing column near ; 
For on Vitruvius' plans he rears 
Stupendous edifices here; 

The decorations all are chaſte; 

He freezes thro' Italian taſte, 

Proud tenant of a ſhivering elime. 


From vague reflexions I abſtain ; 
But caſt a momentary glance 
On thoſe Profeſſions which remain 
Our fix'd attention to enhance, 
By Science liſted in her train. 


Yon Prelate thinks it clearly ſhewn, 
That Dives wanted faith alone. 
Can principles like theſe find room 
To poiſon one ingenuous breaſt } 


Tho' Sherlock's ſpirit burſt that tomb 
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Where arrogance and meanneſs reſt, 
Tax me with prejudice or whim, 
By Heaven I would not credit him. 


* . 
" Inſulted with Hume's ſophiſtry, 
1 For once grown rationally ſage, 
Our Churchmen predicate that Truth, 


Still blooming with eternal youth, 


On her own graces can rely: 

But if in ſome obſcurer page, 

Offspring of Annett's palſied age, 

They trace ſuch infidelity, 

Vengeance o'ertakes his whitening hairs, 
Helpleſs he finks beneath their rage; 
Wretch as he was! what blind exceſs 
Of folly, to deem each man ſhares 

In equal freedom of the preſs, 
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When conſcience publicly is ſold, 
And all things compromis'd by gold! 
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Since /Eſculapius' learned duſt, 
Repos'd midſt ſerpents twining round 
That Sage's medecinal buſt, 
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Almoſt as many various modes 

In Phyſic as in dreſs are found, 

From boiling hot to icy cold, 

Each various panacea loads 

Th' enfeebled ſtomach with its weight; 
If Patients, ſqueamiſh or too bold, 
Some thwarting obſervations draw 
From Sydenham, Mead, or Galen. old, 
« Nous avons change tout cela,” 
Argument foreible and good, 

Of Moliere's Doctor from the wood, 
Finally cloſes the debate. | 


Dozing o'er reams of Britiſh laws, 
More deſultory far and wild 
Than thoſe which * Bridlegooſe compil'd, 
Who, bleſt with general applauſe, 
Guided his judgement by the dice, 
The Lawyer ſees his Client's gate 
Beſet with famine, tho' his cauſe 
Loudly demands redreſs; . Such, price,” 
He moſt ſagaciouſly obſerves, 


* In Rabelais. 
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&« We pay for Freedom in a State 

« Where generous Independence nerves 

« The meaneſt arm, and power accords, 
« For Peaſants to contend with Lords.“ 


Fear deified old Potentates; 
Thro* Beauty Goddeſſes aroſe, 
If foil'd Ambition's ſchemes expoſe 
Our Atlaſes to fink to nought, 
Obſcur'd and ſcatter'd by the Fates 
Thro' the devouring waſte of time: 
Still by enraptur'd votaries ſought, 
The Venuſes who grace our clime 
Unſullied altars have maintain'd; 
Not even this bold licentious age 
Dares to let Satire's fangs, unchain'd, 
Againſt one female object rage. 


But let me not conclude this ſtrain 
With ſo much ſeeming arrogance, 
As if I fondly hop'd to gain 
Admiſſion, Virtue's favor'd gueſt, 
And with the choſen few advance, 


* 
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Whom Inconſiſtency's mad train 
Courted, but never could detain; 

Ev'n now her voice my Genius fires, 

I feel her torch within my breaſt, 

Her ſlight Pagoda's glittering ſpires, 

Her ſhrines, her victims, are in view — 
The Muſe here interrupts my dream, 
And from ſo perilous a theme 


Recalls the verſe inſcrib'd to you. 


Plac'd on the verge of buſier ſcenes, 
Be ſtill the ſame, with firmneſs tread, | 
The end ennobled by the means. 

In each purſuit while numbers fall, 
T' encreaſe his triumph who ſucceeds, 
The man by calm experience led, 


Who draws compariſons from all, 

Will find, thro' Pleaſure's wiles decoy'd, 
Thouſands by Levity deſtroy'd, 

For one whom Ignorance miſleads. 


[1772] 
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II. 


JOHN CLEAVER Wa 


STUDENT OF CHRIST CHURCH, 


Muſe, 
Un uſage inconſtant t entraine 
Et la Raiſon toujours certaine 
Ne t'a point marque tes ſentiers? 
Mais, non, je ne veux point le croire 
Ce reproche offenſe ta gloire ; 
Et fletriroit tous nos lauriers. La Morrx. 


O N Thames's banks, while you with happier 
care, 
In bolder notes invite th' Aanian fair; 
Or nobly point, to guide the riſing youth 
The ſteep aſcent which ſcales the hill of Truth, 
With Learning pure Morality impart, 5 
Strengthen the head, and humanize the heart ; 

N 2 Shall 
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Shall fond Preſumption daringly intrude 
To grate your poliſh'd ear with accents rude? 


Since you, ſome leiſure moments to beguile, 
Regard my idleneffes with a ſmile; 10 
No ſervile cuſtom's narrow laws revere, 

Pleas'd with the language of a tongue ſincere 5 
Accept this preſent like a partial friend : 
Elſe the raſh triffe juſtly might offend, 


If &er my boſom caught the facred flame, 15 
Let me remember from what ſource it came : 
Your counſel bade me tread this arduous way, 
And deign'd to form the rough miſhapen lay. 


Here will I trace where firſt theſe ſtrains began, 


Ere ffeeting childhood ripen'd into man. 20 


Can I forget, while Memory holds her reign, 
And ſummons forth her bright ideal train, 
Beneath what * auſpices my earlier age 
Imbib'd the dictates of the good and ſage ?. 


© At the Rev. Mr. Cleaver's, father of the gentleman ta 


No, 


whom this epiſtle is addreſſed, 
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No, gentle Ouſe! for oft I lov'd to ſtray 25 
Where thy ſmooth current winds its ſedgy way: 
Full to my view, beſide thy conſcious ſtream, 
Coy Science darted forth her kindling beam; 

In wild career ſpontaneous numbers flow'd, 

As with a heat unfelt before I glow'd. 39 
If, aught of glory, verſe like mine can give, 
Thy name recorded by the Mule ſhall live, | 
To me far dearer than the boaſted groves 

Of proud Lyceum, where Ilyſſus roves: 
Though not a wreath adorn thy modeſt urn, 35 
In thy neglected meads no poet burn, | 
No lover carve thy praiſe on every tree 

With his Caliſta fondly joining thee. 


Since Glory prompted, and I turn'd my eyes 
To where the hills of ſteep Parnaſſus rife; 40 
Since, ſketch'd by Hope, the flattering landſcape 

grew, 
Ere Judgment check'd the ſtrokes which * 
drew; 
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| | Blindly I ventur'd on a feeble wing, 
1 Struck the harſh lyre, and tun'd th' unmeaning 
| ſtring. 
? 1 But when, faint glimmering o'er the mighty 
pl | | theme, | #5 


The lamp of genius vaniſh'd like a dream, 


—— 


In Wiſdom's loftier ſpheres too weak to riſe, 
Where wrapt in clouds abſtruſer Science lies; 
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Saw Poetry expand a leafy ſhoot, 

To hide its ſapleſs trunk, and waſted root; 
Obſerv'd Caprice exalt her light abode, 55 
And mark'd the ſallies of the reigning mode. 


f | Unſkilful in the language of the ſchools, - 

i i And little vers'd in mathematic rules, 5o 
! ! With ardent curioſity I ſought 

| | | What modern Art, what antient Nature, taught ; 
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Some will object; « Such theme is quite miſ- 
« plac'd. ba 
% Hence, madman! what haſt thou to do with 
“ Taſte? 
Shall uncommiſſion'd Impudence decide 
« On Airs and Operas with a ſcribbler's pride; 60 
; N And 


50 


nd 
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And dare to mix with coxcombs not a few, 

1% Who talk of matters, which they never knew "of 
Becauſe forſooth I flaunt not in brocade 

To the Ridotto, Court, or Maſquerade 

But hear unmov'd imperious Faſhion's call, 65 
And bring no ſurfeit from the midnight ball; 
Nor, the ſlow, tedious, weighty hours to kill 
All day read Hoyle, all night attend Quadrille; 
They treat my notions as th' abſurd pretence | 
Of one quite loſt to taſte and common ſenſe. 70 


 « Ayaunt, ye witlings,” the grave Pedant cries ; 
Or pay juſt deference to the learn'd and wile. 
„% Whoe'er would judge aright of books, of men, 
And deal inſtruction with unerring pen, 

„ Before he hopes to win the gazing crowd, 75 
And to the world proclaim his thoughts aloud: 
Let him, in bulky volumes deeply read, 

© Drink genuine knowledge from the fountain» 

«© head.“ 8 


As one bewilder'd in profoundeſt night, 
Who faintly kens ſome vapor's dancing /ight, 80 
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At random led; perplex d by each remark, * 
We're left as much as ever in the dark, 
When commentators ſolve the knotty point, 
And twiſt conteſted adverbs ont of joint. 


Perhaps you'll anſwer, * that to clear the 
« doubt, 8 
cc Tis beſt to ſearch a ſtated medium out; 
“ Nor Fops nor Book - Worms for our judges call; 
« Theſe think too much; they never think 
6 at all.“ 


Then let us ſee — in ages fo polite 
Who's qualified to read, and who to write? 90 
Say, ſhall we (like the Game- act) fix a rate, 
By privilege annex d to ſuch eſtate; 
Extol the fine ſpun verſe his Lordſhip weaves, 
And in Divinity adore Lawn-fleeyes ? 


Or ſhall we boldly level ev'ry mound, 95 
Admitting all to tread poetic ground; 
And, with a patriot ſpirit for our guide, 
Extend the limits of Parnaſſus wide, | 
; Allowing 


* 


EPISPER IL 185 


Allowing thoſe, who never yet could ſpell, 
To ſpeak, praiſe, cenſure, nay, to write as well? 100 


Whether we viſit, dreſs, or entertain, 
Cuſtom deſpotic reigns and let her reign. 
But ſhall the Muſes learn the gait, the dance, 
With all the tawdry nothingneſs, of France ; 
Muſt they afſume ſome new fantaſtic ſhape, 105 
And change their habit with each modiſh ape? 
Shall he in literary credit ſhine 
Whoſe looſe adventures ſwell the novel line? 
And ſhall the man of judgment's tongue be mute, 
Unleſs inur'd to quibble, and diſpute? 110 


Whoe'er would boaſt a nice diſcerner's art 
Should feel with tender ſympathizing heart ; 
Not by the teſt of cold profaic laws 
Defraud Invention of its juſt applauſe : 

But where bold Nature's mimicdreſs appears, 11 5 

Tranſported ſhudder at fictitious fears; 

Now pale with grief, and now with joy elate, 

Bleed with the vanquiſh'd, triumph with the 
great, | 


By 
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By each humane, heroic paſſion toſt, 
And ſink amid the dear illuſion loſt. 120 
This, this is he, whoſe vigorous ſoul can climb 
Up with the Poet to the true ſublime ; 

Without Longinus' aid his ſoul it warms, 

He wants no Burke to tell why Beauty charms. 


Thus the great Stagirite, who taught the 
road 125 

Thro' Learning's paths to Glory s high 3 
Himſelf before, with animated ſkill, 
Dipp'd in Caſtalian ſtreams his glowing quill, 
Nor by dim cloiſter'd Obſervation ſaw : 
But, ere enacted, he perform'd the law; 130 
To Virtue's altar his bold Pzans reach, 
And emulate the art, he ſtrove to teach : 
His tribute firſt the ſmiling Muſe approv'd, 
Then gave her ſceptre to the ſon ſhe lov'd. 


Faſhion, who, arbiter of earthly things, 135 
Dignifies beggars, or depoſes kings, 
At length ordains (which none muſt diſallow) 
That what was Reaſon once, is Folly now. 

See 


—— 
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See Criticiſm advance, inſpiring awe; 
She ſtalks triumphant, like ſome grand Baſhaw: 
With, or without a cauſe, from ſyſtems free, 141 
Alters, confirms, reverſes her decree ; 
Faſt by her car in iron ſhackles bound, 
Reluctant Genius kneels, and licks the ground. 


Think not I dare in theſe eſtabliſh'd times 145 


Combat dominion with preſumptuous rhimes, 


And, ſceptically blind, diſpute the chair 

With thoſe, who fit like Ariſtarchus there. 

Leſs ſanguine thoughts my ſober wiſhes bound, 

To tread ſecure, nor meet the threaten'd 
wound: | 159 

For this once more my trembling pen I draw, 

And hail all Critics with reſpectful awe : 


My lifted mirror haſtens to diſplay 
The modern Poet ifluing to the day : 
I aſk not, whom; what theme his Genius 


fires; N 155 
How ſweet the ſtrains his favorite Muſe inſpires; 
Whether 


„ „ 
Whether he pace on ſtrait- curb'd claſſic ſteed, 
Or mount the winged Pegaſean breed? 

I would not tear him with a Vandal's hate; 
Nor yet, regarding his prepoſterous fate, 169 
Pity his woes, and curſe his ruling ſtar ; 

But coolly mention matters as they are. 


In private ſooth'd with more than friendly 
| praiſe, 
Inceſſant ſhower'd to feed his thirſting lays ; 
Hot with impatience, which his looks con- 
fels, 165 

The youth commits his writings to the preſs: 
On Dryden's founding pinions ſee him riſe, 
Or range with Milton in ideal ſkies; 
Eager he pants to reach the laurel crown, 
Anticipating years of long. renown, — 170 


Full ſoon he views the airy fiction paſt, 
For ſuch deliriums were not made to laſt. 
Ere yet too late, miſtaken Bard, retire, 
Ceaſe thy vain dreams, nor fan the hopeleſs fire, 


Or 
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Or if thy patient Muſe muſt needs deſign 175 
To heap with incenſe Glory's crowded ſhrine, 
An ordeal more ſevere than that of old 
Expect: nay ſhrink not; —but approach, behold! 
See Apes of taſte with peeviſh Wits combine, 
Weigh word by word, and murder line by 
line; 180 
Here pining Envy frets, there Malice ſtorms, 
And Dulneſs riſes in her thouſand forms. 


| To ſcape the tempeſt's rage we look around, 
Rejoic'd if but a hovel can be found. 

A man no cowardly poltroon I hold, 185 

Who, wrapt in flannel, ſhuns Norwegian cold. 

Then let us, as calm Prudence bids, obey, 

And by her guidance take the ſurer way: 

For ſince nor Heaven- taught Genius can avail, 

Nor dint of ſtudy turn the loaded ſcale; 

How ſhall a puny Rhimer dare withſtand 

Incens'd Stupidity's united band ? | 


' *T'was thus departing Freedom at the field 


Of loſt Philippi ſaw her ſquadrons yield, 
When 


— 
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When civil Enmity her banners tore, 195 
And Brutus ſhed the laſt of Roman gore; 

With either party Atticus allied 

Bow'd to the triumphs of Octavius' pride; 
Formally wept at Freedom's cloſing grave, 
Then hugg' d his fetters like an ahject flave, 209 


My verſe to thee ſubmiſſive I reſign; 
Yes, mighty Dulneſs, I am wholly thine ; 
O teach me how to gain, — not merit, Praiſe, 
And give, o give thy ſoporific bays ; 
Bind me a willing captive in thy chains, 205 
And lead me where Alliteration reigns ; 
Hard by thy throne ſhe waves her wonderous 

wand, LEY 

Wafting her balmy bleflings o'er the land, 
Where warbling winds the pure pellucid rill, 
And ſoothing ſounds excluded meaning kill. 210 


Sick of this homage, I depart in haſte; 0 
The labour'd ſameneſs palls my jaded taſte. 
Fretful I mutter, This is far too much — 


„J hate e'en honor, ſhould the terms be ſuch. 
«6 To 
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« 'To me ſome leſs mechanic taſk aſſigg; 215 
& Conſent, o Goddeſs, and the prize is mine.“ 


Here the proud Queen's ſagacious train exclaim; 
4 Inſtantly ſnatch the palms of proffer'd ſame; 
« So ſhall thy judges with complacent ſmile 
« Approve thy neat, thy terſe, thy claſſic ſtile, 220 
« As Faſhion dictates, and our laws ordain, 
In lulling accents tune thy honed ſtrain ; 
« With fixed anchor in the haven keep, 
« Nor raſhly venture on the ſtormy deep. 


The Naiads firſt addreſs, and ſauntering 


« dream 225 
© By the green margin of ſome cryſtal ſtream; 


« To ſweet Arcadia's bliſsful ſhades aſpire 
« In gentle Sydney's ſhepherd attire, 


Thy ſecond theme, ſome Amaryllis chuſe 
& Whoſe charms may 'animate thy ſluggiſh 
« Muſe, 330 


4 Let 
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& Let Hammond's number touch the feeling 
« heart: 

4 Be thou ſuperior ; add FU garb of Art; 

« Jn lofty diction bid her amply ſhine, . 

0 Beauteous, angelic,-{top not there, — divine: 

« Say in her cheeks what ambuſh'd javelins- 
1 235 
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This is but trifling. —<* Would'ſt 4 then 
4 ſucceed? | 

&« Fear not, be bold; ſele& a theme ited, 
« Say, can thy ſoft inſinuating {kill 
« Deſcribe a Stateſman's probity at will; 240 
With fervent zeal aſſiduous to commend —_ 
« Th' Hluſtrious patron, and the generous friend, 
4 To wealth, to title, duteous homage pay, 
« And make the great the ſubje& of thy lay? 


„ Applauſe from echoing multitudes to gain, 
« Or canſt thou!“ <0 246 


+ Almoſt burſting with diſdain, 
« Indeed 
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« Indeed I cannot,“ I enrag'd reply; 
« Let others handle themes like theſe—not 1.” 


Then what aſylum yet remains for me, 
Where Candor rules, and Poetry is free? 250 
Say, ſhall I ſteer to reach yon fated land, 

Where frequent wrecks deform the hoſtile ſtrand, 
Where dunce promiſcuous rival dunce engages, 
And mud with mud eternal battle wages ? 


Or ſhall I ly, where noiſy tumults ceaſe, 255 
And ſeek the dwellings of inglorious Peace, 
Lock'd in the bonds of happy Slumber faſt, 

To doze away remembrance of the paſt ; 
Forgetful-too that e'er my childiſh tongue 
With raviſh'd wonder liſp'd th' imperfe& ſong ; 
Content domeſtic quiet to purſue, 26r 
And bid that falſe coquette, the Muſe, adieu: 


Since Caution flumber'd when this rhyming will 
Firſt bade me ſtain with ink my haſty quill; 
Let her depart, and viſit thoſe who fear 265 
The Critic's laſh, the Wit's contemptuous ſneer. 

0 I cannot 
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I cannot now ſuperlatively wiſe 

Perſorm what * Epictetus would adviſe, 
« Letting each dangerous enterprize alone, 
„Call unſubdued ſecurity thy own.“ 

Unfurl'd the banner, and the weapon eaſt, 


All hopes of ſafety in retreat are paſt, 


Should I ſtand forth on Record as a fool, 
My maxims ſpurn'd, and cancel'd ev'ry rule, 
I cannot with implicit wonder ſit, FOES 
To praiſe each ſpecies of new-fangled wit ; 
Or dwell with tranſport on the hobbling rhimes, 
The claſſic cant of theſe poetic times. 


Far be the odious Antiquary's frown, 
Who aims to pull all living merit down, 280 
Who churliſhly belies the preſent days, 
When he bewails with an invidious praiſe, 


(To give Detraction's venom freer ſcope) 
All Genius buried in the grave of Pope. 
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But ſhall each muſhroom- being of a day 285 


Uſurp an inſolent oppreſſive ſway; 

Inhuman plunderers, by rapine fed, 

Rake up the aſhes of the mighty dead, 

And conjure forth ſome veteran poet, dreſt 
(Superfluous toil) in Faſhion's gorgeous veſt. 290 


Tir'd of the crowds, and noiſe of Lombard- 
ſtreet, 

Thus when the Cit obtains a country ſeat ; 
Where in uncircumſcrib'd extent was drawn 
Maguificently large the various lawn, 
He bounds to meaſur'd ſpace the formal ſquare, 
Or gives proportion to th' exact parterre: 296 
Wonderful induſtry ! in pipes convey'd 
Here ſputters down the regular caſcade, 
There, draggled on in Beauty's vaunted line, | 
Behold the muddy trench—a ſerpentine, 300 


Tell me no more how Shakeſpear's lines 
expreſs | 
TH' inimitable feelings of diſtreſs, 
O 2 When 
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When Romeo haſtes to ſleeping Juliet's tomb, 
Or injur'd Lear bewails his wretched doom, 
Where are thoſe tragic ſcenes renown'd of old, 
In native ſtrength irregularly bold; 306 
Thoſe genuine tints with which that maſter drew 
Expreſſive nature to our dazzled view ? 

All, all are vaniſn'd. He whoſe ample mind 
No rigid learning's flaviſh rules confin'd, 370 
Oer trackleſs regions wont at large to ſoar: 
Now cramp'd in trammels of thratric lore, 

His ſeat uſurp'd by more than Gothic luſt, 
Shorn of his plumes lies groveling in the duſt. 


Privy to Juliet's counterfeited death, 315 
We wait the hour that ſhall reſtore her breath; 
With Hope, with Fear, with fond Impatience 
burn, | 
Till abſent Romeo ſpeed his wiſh'd return: 
Here muſt we ſtop; — and while in due array 
The flale proceſſion ſweeps the tedious way, 320 
Conſpiring ſhouts of thronging galleries join; 
« Indeed this Shakeſpear is prodigious fine!“ 


See 
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Sec frantic Lear in hopeleſs grief diſtreſt, 
Andwarm compaſſion melt each generous breaſt; 
Now haſtes th' unravel'd drama to its cloſe, 325 
And Death breaks off the tenor of his woes. 
Can we behold, without indignant rage, 

The Monarch re-enthron'd upon the ſtage ; 
And Shakeſpear's plan revers'd, to bid him live ? 
Such is the crown our wiſe Correctors give. 339 
A juſter title ſhall the Muſe beſtow 

On theſe deſtroyers of the tragic woe: 
Whoe'er the author of ſo black a deed, 

In her auguſt tribunal tis decreed, 

To judge his cruelty more hateful ſtill 335 
Than the barbarian wiles of Gonerill. 


While many a wretch who bears the poet's 
name, | 
Deaf to the voice of Reaſon, and of Fame, 
Meerly to furbiſh out ſome paultry ſcene, 
| New patches Otway with deform'd Racine, : 40 
Beſmears with foreign ſauce coarſe Engliſh ware, 
Or, like a ruffian, pillages Voltaire; 
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The heavenly Muſe alone unpinion'd ſings, 

Nor ſtoops to theſe imaginary Kings; 

She opens honeſt Truth's obſtructed ſource, 345 
Points Satire's edge, and wings her javelin's force. 


Some think, “on inſects cruſh'd without a foe, 
That Juſtice idly hurls her weighty blow. 
So ſhort, ſo fleeting, their allotted date, 

« Why urge a playwright's neceſſary fate? 350 
« Ofer their high creſt Oblivion ſpreads her rod, 
«« Soon are the footſteps vanith'd where they trod, 
They and their farces mixing with the wind, 
+ All diſappear, nor leave a wreck behind, 
„Where plung'd in Chaos many a fathom deep, 
% Myriads of Frenchified abortions ſleep.” 356 


Yet, if theſe plagiaries exalted high, 
On-borrow'd Fame's weak pedeſtals rely; 
Wherefore on Mortals deſperately brave, 

Laviſh that Mercy which they never gave? 360 
When crops ſo rank, exuberant Dulneſs yields, 
Who weilds the Critic's falchion nobly weilds. 


Deſigns 
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Deſigns like theſe my pencil rudely plan'd, 

The execution aſks an abler hand. | 

Enough for me, if in theſe nameleſs ſhades, 365 

Far from the manſions of Aonia's maids, 

Ingenuous Truth her artleſs charms diſplay, 

And ſteady Reaſon guide the temper'd lay : 

Or, ſhewn by ſtrong Imagination's light, 

Ages far diſtant crowd the mental ſight, 370 

When Rouſſeau tells the“ happy ſtate of man, 

By Prieſtcraft forg'd ere Right Divine began ; 

Ere Tyrants claim'd the ſovereign throne of 
God, 

And cruſh'd the nations with an iron rod. 


Thus unobſerv*d by mad Ambition's gaze, 370 
Tis mine to rove thro' Fortune's humbler maze, 
Aſſert the freedom of the dauntleſs Mule, 

And read, or write, ſuch whimſies as I chuſe. 


| Cleaver, may you with more ſucceſsful aim 
Approach the temple of wide-echoing Fame, 375 


* Diſcours ſur Vorigine & les fondemens de Vinegalite parmi 
les hommes. 
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And cull the wreaths, where pleaſing Fiction 


plows h 
In fairy realms, which liberal Genius ſtrews; 
Whoſe darted impulle, ſpringing thro the mind, 
Leaves flowly plodding Induſtry behind. 
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Mis SARAH FOWLER 


WITH RovssSEAvu's NEW ELOISE. 


CASE, lovelieſt Nymph, to aſk which 
wings the dart 

Of ſureſt aim to pierce the bleeding heart; 

If Pallas' wit or Cytherea's charms 

Beſtow a keener edge on Cupid's arms: 

Oborn with Beauty's ceſtus to controll 5 

The ſtubborn heart; with Elegance of Soul 

Worthy a Clarens' fam'd Platonic grove, 

Accept this legend of difaſtrous love. 


Tf in theſe ſcenes of philoſophic thought, 
By Paſſion color'd and by Genius wrought, 10 


Where 


2 
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Where filial duty, penitential ſhame, 

Can reinſtate a more than virgin fame; 

Where Honor ſcorns the mean conſtraint of art, 
And Friendſhip acts an unſuſpeCting part; 
Haply the Fair in whoſe pure breaſt we find 15 
Each emanation of the nobleſt mind: | 
While youth's gay ſeaſon prompts, in mid carcer, 
Juſt linger ere ſhe reach high Virtue's ſphere ; 
Her faults (nor frown, ye Puritanic race) 

Slight as the ſpots on Cynthia's clouded face, 20 
The wiſe, the good, the generous,' will forgive, 
Pity her woes, and bid her memory live, 


Like his own Alps, where all around is great, 
And rifted fragments threat in horrid ſtate ; 


To ſcatter plenty o'er the meads below, 25 
From whoſe huge top the Rhone's ſwift eddies 
flow; = ; 


Meanwhile the Shepherd, whom his fate ordains + 
To tend the flock on thoſe ſequeſter'd plains, 
Charm'd with the proſpect of the various ſcene, 
Beclines enraptur'd on the flowery green; 30 


And 


B PISS T 203 


And when kind Morpheus ſeals his wearied eyes, 
Freſh to his ſoul the dear ideas riſe; 

Larger than life each object is expreſt, 

And ſtill the laſt ſeems lovelier than the reſt. 

So Rouſſeau's beauties ſtrike; now part by part, 40 
And now collected, ruſh upon the heart; 
Wrapt in his Julia's fortunes, while the Sage, 
Who ſcorns the little notions of his age; 

Who to the whole of Virtue makes his claim, 
And loves the eſſence better than the name. 40 
As thro! this wild inſtructive walk he ſtrays, 


Now fluſh'd with hope, now ſtarting with amazez: 


By each humane, heroic paſſion toſt, 
In a vaſt labyrinth of enchantments loſt, 


Sees a freſh roſe ſpring from each ragged thorn, 45 
And every blemiſh ſerve but to adorn, 


Health to the ſhade of that illuſtrious Dame 
(If ſuch there was); and may her injur'd fame 
Obtain the palm it merits ! in a land 
Where Mercy fits enthron'd, with pious hand 50 
This unavailing wreath to ſhade her tomb 


+ «1 from its inmoſt gloom 
Nature's 
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Nature's reſiſtleſs impulſe cries aloud, 
% O ſpare that vel, and reverence her ſhroud,” 


Ah me! by Phoebus this aſpiring ſtrain 55 
Rejected, graſps its patron's knees in vain, 
See Juſtice poize in balance too ſevere 
The Fair-one's doom, and, with averted ear, 
O'er-weening Sanctity her worth diſown, 
Clouding each ray that gildsbrightMercy's throne, 


Pale with chagrin and faltering as I ſtand, 61 
While the ſoil'd wreath deſerts my feeble hand; 


Strict Truth, whoſe mandates ever pleas'dt' obey, 


Low at her feet I caſt this votive lay : 

To ſound your arduous praiſe yet bids me ſpeak, 65 
Tho' harſh my lyre and every chord too weak: 
(Nor would I ſhrink appall'd, tho' Envy lay 
Arm'd with a thouſand ſnakes to bar my way.) 


While in PerfeQion's fruitleſs ſearch employ'd, 


In all around the Sage beheld a void ; 70 
His Julia borrow'd with an Angel's air 
Slight peccadillos from the Gallic fair: 
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O that his wandering feet had earlier ſtray'd 

To ſeek retirement in the Britiſh ſhade ; 

Andin thoſe regions where the Graces dwell, 75 

Near Severne's banks had haply fix'd his cell: 

With loftier images his Genius fraught, 

While matchleſs Virtue, matchleſs charms, he 
ſought, 5 

Had plac'd them blended in their happieſt view, 

And heighten'd every tint by copying you. 80 


[1766.] 
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WW Bak» JUL1A 
o N HER MARRIAGE. 
FROM RousszAu's NEW ELOISE. 


— zſtuar ingens 
Imo in corde pudor, miſtoque inſania luftu, 
Et furiis agitatus amor, & conſcia virtus. 
VI RO II. 


STILL art thou mine; no magic can unbind 
Two hearts, which Nature, and which Heaven has 
Join'd ; 

The Prieſt indeed did ne'er confirm our choice, 
Nor could it need the ſanction of his voice: 
Tho Fortune leagu'd our vows to diſunite, 5 
With-held the vulgar form, the bridal rite, 
Yet ſhall the lover, dearer, better name, 
Continue an inviolable claim, 

That 
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That pleaſing thought ſhall diſſipate the gloom 
Of my laſt hours, and chear the darkſome tomb. 10 


O could theſe plaints my inmoſt ſoul expreſs, 
And picture each ſenſation of diſtreſs ; 
Ev'n Envy's ſlanderous tongue might hardly blame 
The conſtant ardor of ſo pure a flame; 
Thy heavenly charms firſt ſtruck my raptur'd view, 
No nymph till then my leaſt attention drew; 16 
With ſtedfaſt heat the ſame fond paſſion glows, 
Unquench'd by time, unconquer'd by my woes: 
And if beyond th' oblivious grave's domain, 
Of human feelings one poor trace remain, 20 
Oft ſhall my ſoul, unwilling to be free, 
Abſtract itſelf from Heaven, and think on thee. 


Midſt each celeſtial tranſport of the heart, 
Love will be heard, and Nature claims her part; 
One while I mount o'er earth's contracted ſpan, 25 
Again ſubſiding feel myſelf a man. 

Ye moments purchas'd with an age of pain, 
Whoſe dear idea mult for ever reign; 


Hence! 
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Hence! nor let raptures paſt my memory fill, 

Be blotted out, and I am virtuous ſtill: 30 
But ah, ſince one ſhort guilty night, array'd 
In tenfold darkneſs, with its baleful ſhade 

For ever clouds the ſunſhine of my ſoul, 

And woes on woes in long ſucceſſion roll; 

Quick let us add at leaſt one happy hour 33 
To thoſe already ſnatch'd from Fortune's power; 
And having been once more ſupremely bleſt, 
Leave, ſince we muſt, to wretchedneſs the reſt. 


Shall we alone with weary ſteps purſue 
That airy phantom hid from human view, 40 
Which dreaming moraliſts Perfection call, 


| Taught by the Sage, but unperform'd by all? 


See the gay Nymph whoſe headſtrong paſſions rove, 
Experienc'd in the various arts of love, 

To ſome Gallant to-day profuſely kind - 45 
Baniſh the diſtant Huſband from her mind, 

At whoſe return to-morrow ſhe beguiles 

His eaſy faith with well-difſembled ſmiles; 


Mean while of real happineſs poſſeſt, 
By no corroding jealouſies oppreſt 50 
. | He 
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He ſlights the breath of Slander's clamorous 
tongue, ws 

And lives unconſcious of th' ideal wrong, 

Nor can ſociety a crime deplore, 

Which but cements it with a friendſhip more. 


What if the wretch, who, loſt in wintry 
ſnows, 55 
Houſeleſs and cold, to ſome ſtrange region goes, 
While the tir'd Prieſts no more their vigils 
keep, | 
And univerſal Nature's plung'd in ſleep, 
At Veſta's altar with the ſacred fire 
Lighthisquench'd torch, andunobſerv'd retire, 60 
Think'ſt thou the Goddeſs will avenge the deed, 
Dart the red bolt, and bid the miſcreant bleed? 
By other laws ſuperior beings move, 
Vengeance is man's, but Mercy rules above. 


Yet Heaven forbid that Julia's boſom, 
ſteel'd 65 
Againſt the ſhafts of Deſtiny, ſhould yield 


* 
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To ſpecious Sophĩſtry's licentious wiles, 

And, ſpurning Fear, be caught by Pleaſure's 
{miles ; 


 Tho' fill this wounded heart thy charms adore 
Vet ſhall it love thy reputation more. 70 


Far from the paths of Fortune or of Fame, 
Content to vegetate without a name, 
Where Albion's cliffs, inhoſpitably fteep, 
Extend their ſummits o'er the billowy deep, 
Forlorn I go; yet murmuring ſigh for ſigh 75 
Thoſe rugged cliffs will to my plaints reply; 
Some diſtant views of happineſs remain; 
Each year will I behold my native plain, 
In thy ſociety my cares beguile, 
Steal a ſhort look, and catch one parting ſmile: 85 


Is that denied ?—Beneath yon jaſmine bowers, 


Each fond memorial of our happier hours 

Alone retracing, will I kifs the ſod, 

And count the flowers that ſpring where Julia trod. 
Thus miniſtring at intervals relief 85 


Hope's radiance glimmers thro' the clouds of 


N grief: 
Tho' 
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Tho? ſuch a complicated ſtorm aſſails, 

In this harſh ſtrife Philoſophy prevails; 
Futurity's dull proſpect yields at laſt 

To the delightful memory of the paſt. 90 
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St. PREUX to LORD EDWARD BOMSTON. 


1 FROM THE SAME. 


i Is there no bright reverſion in the ſky, 
[| For thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die ? 
Pop. 


Ar length, my Lord, the ſtubborn conflicts 
o'er, | 
Hope and her Syren ſmiles can charm no more; 
The weight of forrow loads my waſting years: 
Depriv'd of every comfort that endears | 
This anxious life's viciſſitudes; why drain 5 
With faltering hand the bitter dregs of pain? 
My harraſs'd ſoul breaks free from vulgar laws, 
And pleads with thee, my Friend, her arduous 
cauſe, | 
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But while I yet retain this fleeting breath, 
And pauſe a moment on the verge of death, 10 | 
Since thou haſt reſcued, and with zeal to fave 


Still doſt preſerve this atom from the grave, 
Tho' wretched, ſcorning an ungrateful part, 

To thee I here diſcloſe my inmoſt heart; 
Each reaſon urge, my reaſon ſhall attend, 15 
Heaven's will be done, ſtill am I Virtue's friend; 
But hence with Schoolmen, hence the Sophiſt 
__ guiſe, > 

In letter'd pomp unprofitably wiſe; 

I know them not, the vain debate forbear, 
Nor fondly think to trifle with deſpair. - 20 


« Behold yon guard deſert his ſtation'd tower, 
« See here the ſlave eſcape his maſter's power, 
« Such, ſuch are they who execrate their birth, 
And ruſh unbidden from the walks of earth; 
No, rather he who on his Lord's beheſt, 25 
Springs from the trappings of his cumbrous veſt, 
With emulation fires the daring ſoul, 
Which, ftretching onward from life's utmoſt goal, 
— Eſcaping 
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Eſcaping courts by mean chicanery barr'd, 
At Heaven's tribunal ſeeks a juſt award. 30 


« Is Life an evil then? With liberal view - 
Weigh well th' opinions of the learned few; 
In vain let others throng Ambition's ſtage, 
Fame's greeneſt laurels thicken round the Sage; 
Them he pronounces happieſt, who aſpire 35 
Beyond contracted earth and groſs deſire, 1 
Aliens from each infinuating charm, 
Who bid Philoſophy the boſom arm; 
Say, do not theſe anticipate their date, 
And o'er life's ſunſhine caſt the gloom of fate? 


To Pleaſure's votary different objects riſe, 
He views the glittering ſcene with ardent eyes, 
Eager to ruſh where wanton Love invites, 
Or Circe's bowl extends the genial rites: 
Ere long, deluded boy, theſe banquets pall, 45 
The laugh expires which ſhook yon vaulted hall, 
Till thy enervate ſenſes ſcarce ſuſtain 
The faded roſes which enwreath thy chain. 


Autho- 
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Authorities more firm than augur's ſign, 
Or vague reſponſe from Cuma's frantic ſhrine, 59 
Atteſt how oft diſtinguiſh'd merit bleeds, 
And death the recompence of virtuous deeds. 


But Life's the boon of Heaven: nor ſhall my 
Page 25 
Excite the tribes of men thro' deſperate rage, 
With one conſent to ſtrike the mortal blow, 55 
And raiſe a vaſt Aceldama below. 
Yet ſure there are, whom, hopeleſs in diſtreſs, 
Even Reaſon prompts to ſeek this laſt redreſs, 
The love of life our morn of childhood fires, 
Nor in the lateſt eve of age expires: 60 
But when the voice of Nature ſpeaks aloud, 
When Pain, with Sorrow leagu'd, diſplay the 
ſhroud, 

He meanly heſitates who ſickening lives, 
Blind to the paſſport his Creator gives. 
On promis'd better days Hope long relies, 65 
This frail exiſtence boaſts ſo many ties, 
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So ſtrong in braveſt minds ſubſiſts a dread, 

The ſquallid realms of Erebus to tread, 

That when the world pours deluges of ill, 

Our right to leave it long precedes the will. 70 


« Cowards alone to adverſe fortune yield, 
«© No Hero trembles in the deſperate field,” 
Exclaims our Caſuiſt.— O immortal Rome, 
Empreſs of nations, weeping o'er the tomb 
Of Brutus or of Cato, at whoſe name 75 
Thy ſons, inſpir'd by Freedom's purer flame, 
Yeitlded obeiſance; from their helm unbound 
The verdant wreath, and kiſs'd the holy ground, 
Where is thy ſpirit? ſhall yon Pedant dare 
In turgid phraſe with daſtards to compare 80 
The men whoſe life maintain'd a country's cauſe, 
Whofe death extorted Pzans of applauſe, 
Becauſe their conduct ſham'd the wretch who 
kneels | 5 
To Vice triumphant, dragg'd at Cæſar's wheels? 
When Rome's polluted altars ftream'd with gore, 
The Sire, the Magiſtrate, were then no more, 
All 
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All ties of duty ceas d. Our happier realm 
Demands the Pilot watchful at the helm, 
Demands th' impartial Judge, the Parent's care, 
The Debtor's induſtry; the public ſhare _ 90 
A right in their exiſtence, and a ſtate 

Of conſcious merit props affliction's weight: 
But I, who bear no adventitious worth, 

Who ſtand one inſulated thing on earth, 


Am free to quit theſe manſions where my pain 9 5 


Unheeded wearies heaven and earth in vain. 


My Lord, attend; theſe maxims calmly ſcan ; 
They aſcertain the cleareſt right of man: 
Who gave us reaſon, generouſly juſt, 


Form'd not that talent for perpetual ruſt; 100 


The merit which from patient ſufferings flows 
Can only grace inevitable woes. 

The mandate nature on my ſoul impreſs'd | 
Was this; to others juſt, thyſelf be bleſt, 
Fear, not Religion, ſees my woes increaſe 105 
Whilſt Heaven's own edict offers a releaſe, 


In 


In thunders utter d, hear, * Thou ſhalt not 
4% kill.“ 
Our verbal Commentators reaſon ill; 
Elſe why that ſanguine robe does Juſtice wear, 
Why raife her vengeful falchion high in air; 110 
Or why Bellona ſpread her crimſon wings, 
Idol of Chriſtian Prieſts, of Chriſtian Kings? 
See at the cloſe of Sampſon's mighty deeds, 
While cruſt'd. in Dagon's fall the warrior bleeds, 
His vaniſh'd ſtrength by miracle return: 115 
What throngs of ſlaughter d foes attend his urn! 
Ceaſe then, . 8 was ny 
combine 

To lead aſtray the credence of mankind; 


The palm of manly fortitude is thine ; 
Elſe had it fail'd in ſorrows great as mine: 129 
Fortune may change, but Honor holds her courſe 
Impell'd-· with an invariable force. 


Take one ſtep more, thy glories all may fade, 
And Virtue, now thy guide, withdraw her aid, 


Thanks 
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Thanks for thy patient counſels; o my Friend, 
We reach that criſis which. bids patience end. 126 


At Death's dark veſtibule why ſhrink thy feet? 
We go a pilgrimage where all muſt meet: 
Old age will ſoon ſtrip life of every charm, 

And time the firmneſs of the ſoul diſarm; 130 
Then, faltering, ſlowly we approach the tomb, 
And ſtand aghaſt at its impending gloom, 
Till Atropos, in horrors clad, the yoke ' 
Of ſickneſs rend, and give the lingering ſtroke. 
There was a time, from Heaven's indulgent 
power, 135 
When all I aſk'd was one ſhort bliſsful hour; 
Had the malignant ſtars denied my prayer, 
Inſtantly I had periſh'd in deſpair ; 
That boon once granted, ſatisfied I fall, 
Tranſports enjoy d no Demon can recall. 140 


Realms unexplor'd diſplay their myrtle bowers, 
Their cryſtal ſtreams, and amaranthine flowers; 
From ſuch a haven ſhall we launch again, 
To tempt the dangers of life's ſtormy main? 
| Our 
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Our ſouls demand a more enlarg*d abode; 145 
See Fortune urge and Virtue point the road : 
Let Friendſhip's wreath in everlaſting bloom 
Wave o'er the herſe, and flouriſh round our tomb; 
United thus, and marching hand in hand, 

To gain the confines of a better land, 150 
We ſever each attachment which could bind 
The heart to earth, nor leave a wiſh behind. 
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Grande locuturi nebulas Helicone legunto : 
Si quibus aut Prognes, aut fi quibus olla Thyeſtis 
Fervebit, ſæpe inſulſo cœnanda Glyconi. Pxxsius. 


R UDE was the ſylvan pipe; with artful 
ſtrain 

No poliſh'd Bard engag'd the liſtening ſwain, 

When firſt mankind by ſimple nature taught, 


Their chearful offering to the Muſes brought ; 
| Unſkill'd 
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Unſkill'd their notes, and obvious were their 
themes, 23 5 
They ſung the genial fun, the purling ſtreams, 
The Zephyrs whiſpering thro' the piny grove, 
The ſweets of Friendſhip, or the pangs of Love. 


When cities roſe, the Nine forſook the plain, 
Mix'd in the preſs, and tun'd their ſocial ſtrain ; 10 
To ſuit the times, a pliant ſyſtem wove, 

Call'd Prieſts, Embaſſadors; Kings, Sons of Jove ; 


On Jultice her avenging ſword beſtow'd, 
And deck'd with olives Concord's calm abode; 
Fit imagery to each ſenſation gave; 15 


Form'd Venus for the amorous; for the brave 
Mars, God of battle; others, fluſh'd with wine, 


Hair d Bacchus founder of the generous vine: | 


Thus to each votary's various wiſh inclin'd, 
They ſpread a ſweet delirium o'er the mind; 0 
Whoever woeed them to his eager arms, 
Whoever once beheld their dazzling charms, 


Reſiſtleſs as the eup which Circe bore, 
Courted their — and was himſelf no more. 


Huſh'd 
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Huſh'd were the winds, the treacherous ocean 
ſmil'd, | 25 
Elſe had not frantic Vanity beguid 
My inexperienc'd youth to quit the ſhore, 
Launch my frail bark, and ply the deſperate oar, 
Bound for thoſe realms where Poeſy ſublime 
Sits thron'd in triumph o'er the wrecks of 
Time; 30 
On theſe bewitching ſcenes elate with pride 
I fix'd my eyes, regarding nought beſide ; 
Nor from theſe dear deluding viſions woke, 
From the black north till furious tempeſts broke; 
Weary and wet again I reach the ſhore, 35 
And ſwear to truſt the faithleſs deep no more. 


Soon ſhall my feet approach yon ſolemn fane 
Where Peace and Prudence hold their focial reign; 
Sweet Peace, who {lumbering nods o'er Lethe's 

_ tide, 5 BEE" 
Neglected Prudence, vainly wont to chide 40 
The flights of Fancy, and each bolder Truth 
Which fill'd the ſtrains of my miſguided youth: 

In 
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In fetters bound, and with dejected mein, 

The Paſſions at its entrance ſhall be ſeen; 
There Love ſhallmove with languid ſteps and flow, 
His darts all pointleſs, and unbent his bow, 46 
Envy ſhall droop to view th' unruffled ſcene, 
And pall'd Ambition ſeem no more a Queen; 
Prevailing Apathy one calm ſhall know, | 
Ne'er fluſh'd by Hope, ne'er diſcompos'd by Woe; 
Such are the joys prudential Peace can give, 51 
Which may I never barter while I live. 


But ere Thou view'ſt my luckleſs harp unſtrung 
In mournful pomp on yon pale oſier hung; 
Indulgent read this penitential la, 355 
Tis truth I ſeek, let others claim the bay. 


Ve ſentimental few, whoſe ſouls diſdain 
Th' in ſlave that breaks his Muſe's 
2 chain, eln i eie 

And wandering far from her ideal grove, 
Dares to renounce an unrequited love, 60 
Hear this, and triumph; tho' the lighter ſcale 
Of Fancy mounts, and worldly cares prevail, 
| | Illuſions 
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Illuſions faint as air, which leave behind 

. No fix'd impreſſion on a common mind, 

In mine, alas! I ſpeak it now with pain, 6 5 
Caught where they fell, and feſtering ſtill remain, 


From thoſe dark ages when on Gods unjuſt, 
Patrons of rapine, cruelty and luſt, 
The Poet's vows were laviſh'd, to the days 
When tawdry Geſner, crown'd with German bays, 
Old Scripture facts in quaint embroidery wove, 
And Arnon's palms, with Herenhauſſen's grove, 
IIl could the Muſes' vent'rous champions weild 
Heaven's panoply, th' Archangel's lance, the ſhield 
*Gainſt Pagan foes which ancient Martyrs bore, 75 
And ſmiling grafp'd it ſtill, diſtain'd with gore; 
Hopeleſs the taſk! along yon pictur'd meads 
In the briſk dance Imagination leads 
SeduCtive Error riots, while unſeen 
Languiſh the charms of Truth's ſeverer mein. 80 


Faith, Juſtice, Temperance, inſome ruder time, 
Long ere. a Shakeſpear grac'd Britannia's clime, 
Arm' d by Provengal Bards with tragic rage, 

. Drove deadly Sins in perſon off the ſtage ; 
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Again the ſcenes were chang'd, the Victors fled, 
And every Horror triumph'd in their ſtead ; 
Then Samuel hew'd his captives, ſainted Maid 
Judith her Paramour's grim front diſplay'd, 

Jael the nail, the cenſer Aaron bore, 

The battlements of Geſhur ſtream'd with gore, 90 
At David's mandate, Achith oft betray'd, | 
Still unſuſpecting lent the pirate aid. 

To picture worth in attitude forlorn, 

And hang diſcretion forth to public ſcorn, 

By lighted Love's reſentment next oppreſt, 9 5 
66 Joſeph the Chaſte,” his piteous tale addreſs'd, 
To ſooth the virtuous Ears of Gallic Dames, 
And ſermonis d againſt adulterous flames; ; 
While much chagrin'd a Hero to behold 

So void of tenderneſs, ſo ſternly cold, 100 
They liſten'd to his ſorrows with diſdain, 

And deem'd the Priſoner worthy of his chain, 


Inu Comic themes the public taſte to hit, 
From Farquhar's ribaldry and Congreve's wit, 
Down to the living play-wrights of our days, 10 5 
(Tho? green the Bards, yet wither'd are their bays) 


Haye 
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Have we not ſeen Religion ſerve at beſt 

To round the period, edge the pointleſs jeſt, 

Or for ſome trencher Prophet claim a place, 
Who ſins, and ludicrouſly prates of Grace? 110 


At length, declining theſe celeſtial themes; 
Leaving Faith's glare for Virtue's ſteadier beams, 
Should ſome dramatic advocate enquire 
What candidates to moral worth aſpire, 

Amid the Chiefs each rival Poet draws, © 115 
Some thron'd, ſome vanquiſh'd in a glorious cauſe; ' 
Or hope each excellence more clearly ſhewn 
In times and ſtations nearer to our own, 

And that the milder ſcenes of private life 
Portray the conſtant Friend, the tender Wife, 120 
Neu- model all that Nature ſchem'd amiſs, 

And form a ſyſtem of domeſtic bliſs: 

Firſt let him look on patriot Honor ſcorn' d, 

On Freedom gaſping, Tyranny adorn'd 

With every wreath luxuriant Fancy gives, 125 
While Julius bleeds, or vile Octavius lives. 


If Ammon's frantic Son with proſperous hand 


Erect his trophies on Arbella' s ſtrand, 
—_ O'er 
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O' er proſtrate hoſts let wanton Are guide 

Her foaming chariot, and a crimſon tide 130 
Deluge the champain ; yet the fair, the gay, 
Stateſmen more callous and more vain than they, 


Mixt with plebeian auditors ſhall raiſe, 


To drown the ſhrieks of murder, hymns of praiſe, 
O'er blazing cities joy with loud acclaim, 735 
And lift to heaven the ruthleſs ſpoiler's name. 


Again behold Simplicity depreſt, 
And Innocence each driveling ideot's jeſt ; 
E'en Felony aſſumes the garb of fun; 
Dup'd by his Miſtreſs, pluder'd by his Son, 140 
The ſcorn'd Old Man in impotent deſpair | 
Shrieks for redreſs, and rends his hoary hair, 
Meanwhile the Critic, ſmiling at his rage, 
Applauds the deed, and hoots him off the ſtage. 
Such portraits Molieredrew:—our Bards, who roam 
Throꝰ various realms to bring new follies home, 
With mimic pen tranſcrib'd the guilty page, | 
And Feilding's Miſer charms our duteous age. 


But leſt the model of triumphant crimes 
Might riſe imperfect to ſucceeding times, 150 
Le ſt 
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Leſt they who ruſh from murder's dark abode, 
In queſt of rapine on the public road, 

Be deemꝰ d to periſh thro? inglorious views, 
Without the voice of one applauding Muſe, 
Macheath ariſes; echoing with applauſe ' 155 
Tumultuous galleries prop their champion's cauſe: 
By theſe alluring ſcenes to guilt betray d, 
They ſoar beyond the little gaius of trade. 
What recent horrors ſwarm, fince Collier drew 
The Siſiphæan catalogue to view !— 1560 
Thalia comes deſpoitd of half her bays, 

Like Shakeſpeare, branded with a Garrick's praiſe. 


Would I expatiate on each various mode, 
Deſcriptive, Epic, Elegy, and Odo, | 
Injurious Cenſure, undeſerv'd Applauſe, 165 
By which gay Poeſy betray*d her cauſe 
Since to the ſun ſhe op'd her earlieſt page, 

And moſt of all in this obdurate age, 
I ſhould but ſwell the grievance, and too long 
Treſpaſs with an unprofitable ſong, 170 | 


In Life's meridian other objects ſway, - 
Than what once glitter'd in its orient ray. 


Freſh 


Freſh to my ſoul occur thoſe artleſs years, 
When, free from guilt, incapable of fears, 
Thinkingeach boon of earthly grandeur ſmall, 175 
And the coy Muſe's favors all in all, - 
With thee, my Friend, I trod the flinty ſide 
Of thoſe bleak meads where * Itchin rolls its tide, 
And if ſome inauſpicious flower, array'd 
In vernal hues, untimely doom'd to fade, 180 
Adorn'd a ſcene ſo deſolately bare, | 
Doting we gaz'd, and deem'd a Tempe there ; 
The Judge's coif, the mitre and the pall, 
Blazon'd aloof on that ſcholaſtic wall, 
Drew not one eager look, our raptur'd eyes 18 5 
Saw Mantua's beech and Sulmo's villa riſe ;— 
Ah much-lov'd ſtream, if now thy Naiads hear 
No minſtrelſy to ſooth a female ear, 
On me ſince oft capricious Fate's decrees 
Beſtow the with without the power to pleaſe, 190 
Be it remember'd in my native ſhades, 
Oer ſuch mean votary of th' Aonian maids 
.Few myrtle ſprays their amorous verdure flung, 
But thorns prevail'd, and noxious wormwood 
ſprung, 
| At Wincheſter ſchools 
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While from yon “ hills where ſcenes, of wrath 
abound, : 4607 

And Daniſh inroads mark this hoſtile ground, 

Deſcending Satire boldly took her ſtand, 

And dealt her javelin to my willing hand. 


To ſpurn defenceleſs Genius in the grave, 
All danger ceas'd ſuperlatively brave, 200 
Toiling to uſher on with hoarſe acclaim 
Some modith ſcribbler to the walks of fame, 
That he my Gracchus to the world may riſe, 
And I, his Mutius, draw the public eyes, 
Such office to my rivals I conſign'd, 205 f 
But heard their eulogies with ſtedfaſt mind: 
Save me, ye Gods, from fellowſhips like thoſe, 
And be ſuch laurels trebled to my foes, 


Fond of the taſk at ſome more genial hours, 
Cautious I ſcatter'd Panegyric's flowers, 210 
And ever have avow'd an equal claim, 

To blazon worth, or picture fools with ſhame, 
As midſt the tawdry piles of vulgar hands 
Bhapeleſs and ſtrong ſome Gothic fortreſs ſtands; 
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In youth's career, tho” Friendſhip, void of art, 215 
Warm as it low'd, . and genuine from the heart, 
Bade me devote to them whoſe Beauty charm'd, 
Or whoſe Philoſophy my firmneſs arm'd, 
Whoſe Wit enliven'd, whoſe Opinions mov'd,. 
Whoſe Candor footh'd me, or Rebukes improv'd, 
Fanes unattended. by the Muſe's aid; | 
The ſcanted incenſe on theſe ſhrines diſplay d 
Pleas'd ſhe beholds, and boaſts with virtuous pride 
To ſuch they blaz'd, and blaz'd to none — 


Now * eſtrang'd . andes and from 
| SE 0. 5 2; > 1224 
While my faint. harp attunes its ks hn; 
To Thee, whoſe. merits in full light to ſhine, 
Need no encomium from à voice like mine, 
The page I conſecrate, ſuch Friendſhip's claim, 
All unadorn' d it only bears thy name. 230 


